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Airing on over 250 great radio stations the weekend of November 19th. 
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WESTWOOD ONE 
a) a : hk 
9540 Washington Blvd., Culver City, CA 90203 
The nation’s number one producer to nationally sponsered Radio Programs, Concerts & Specials. 


Toshiba’s new KT-VS1 stereo cassette player is truly a small wonder. 
Its stereo headphones collapse, its tuner pack plays AM/FM stereo and it 
has two stereo headphone jacks, auto stop and soft touch controls. 

An even tinier advancement is the RP-S5, which plays FM 


stereo through collapsible headphones. 
Which will you pick for yourpocket? TOSH H BA 


fost ba Amenga. nc 82 Totowe Reac. Wayne, N) 07470 


An elegant. polished, 6" x 3" x %" beveled 
glass weight. Available now in limited 
quantities. 


Please send _ paperweights at 
$9.95 each, plus $1.85 each postage and 
handling. Total enclosed $ 


New Vork State readents acid local sales tax 


Visa or MasterCard orders: 


Call Toll Free 1-800-327-8159 Dept. NL-4 pana 
Honda residents: Call 1-305-463-1700 


Address 


10-day money back guarantee 


City Slate fp 


Money orders and credit card orders The Executive Source, P.O. box 102 
shipped immediately, Dept, NL-4, White Plains, N.Y. 10602 
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Give your friends something they Ny 
p, never expected. A whisky that’s exceptionally %s 
‘ smooth. Surprisingly light. Seagram's V.O. 
Always be moderate when you drink. ~ola. 
But indulge when you give. Because it isn’t \ 
just the thought that counts. . 
To send a gift of Seagram's V.0O., , \ 
aye Call this toll-free number: 800-528-6148. he, 


Break away from the ordinary. Give an extraordinary gilt 
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This tiny micro- 


processor ts the 
latest innovation in 
Pioneers best com- 
ponents, It can improve the 
way you listen fo your music. And 
it can also improve your music 


: E. S%&8 RECEIVER: 
DON'T. TURN THAT DIAL. 
How. smart is smart? 

‘or rr starters, the brain inside the SX-8 
allows us to use push button controls, 
eliminating noise and distortion caused by 
mechanical dials. 
SO all you hear is 
crisp, clean music. 

Nt dp Just the way it was 
peat ing. lite smaller recorded. The brain 

e one yo = a€ pare. also willingly takes 
All-electronic receiver operation does over the chore S you 


atway with knobs and dials. Volume, 

_ feerahnonived hrs LED used to do yourself. 
readouts. Just push a 

~ button to raise or lower volume or tone, 
change stations, even check the time. Push 


the Scan Tuning button and the receiver 


here meee ewer —--masvvre 
~--- 


automatically scans every strong station, 
playing five seconds of each one. 
rt components Then, simply touch the Memory button. 
€ es Over nb ones. Your station, volume, and tone settings will 


©1982 Pioneer Electronics (USA) Inc, PO. Box 1540) Long Beach, CA 9080] 
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instantly stored in the memory. Ready to 
be recalled just as fast. 


THE CT-9R TAPE DECK: 
SMART ENOUGH TO FIND NOTHING. 


If you've ever done even a small amount of 


cassette recording, you've gone 
through the not-so-convenient fast 
forward/stop/play/reverse /stop/play 
procedure of trying to find the blank 
area where your last recording left off 
and the next one can begin. 

The CT-9R, on the other hand, 
has a button marked Blank Search. Give it 
a push and it will find the area that’s long 
enough to tape on, back up ‘to the last 
recorded piece, leave a four second space 
and stop, ready torecord. 

Automatically. 

And, as if that werent enough, the 
CT-9R also has:one of the worlds fastest 
Automatic Bias Level Equalization systems. 
In plain English, that means that it takes just 
eight seconds for Auto B.L.E. to analyze the 
tape being used (no easy task with 
over 200 different tapes on the market) — 
and then adjust the deck for optimum 
performance with that tape. Improving 


» Jhe real-time counter 
meee reads oul the amount 
Bol tape left in mean 

© ingful minutes and 
ae { seconds instead of 

’ § meaning Hess inches 


the quality of your recordings faster 
than you can say wow and flutter.’ 


THE, PL-88F TURNTABLE: IT WON'T 
PLAY WHAT YOU DON'T LIKE. 


in the history of recorded music, 
there has probably been one, maybe 
iwo people who like every cut on a 


omnes Fos irae 
Qrwovecn SUID @ahinde be sare 0s a 


sas 
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record. If youre not one of them, you is | take 
an immediate liking to the new PL-8 ee: 

It’s front loading, stackable and, best 
of all, it's fully programmable. es 

Punch in up to eight cuts per side i in ae 
any order that makes your ears happy. — 
The turntable will automatically skip the 
ones that don't. 

And when you're recording from 
records to cassettes you'll appreciate the 


tape deck synchro that automatically 


| places any Pioneer Auto 
Reverse tape deck into 
the pause mode when 
the turntable tone arm 
lifts off the record. 

_ Leaving you free for 
more important things. 

Like listening to music. 

The Pioneer CT-9R tape deck, SX-8 
receivenpand Ple8s8F turntable. Proof that 
fo get the quality of music you buy quality 
components for, you-don'tneed a lot of 
knowledge. 

You just need a little brain. 


d) PIONEER 
Because the music matters. 


Optical double- 

| eve sensor 
searches for the 
shiny inte 
selection bands ani 
insures that the stvlus 
sets down in the exact 
center Even on off- 
centered records 
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Here’s a holiday package 


| jammed tight with 


tons o fun for all 
good guys and gals. 
by Joseph Levi-Paulin 


© BEGIN WITH, I CAN'T 
tell you what a pleasure It Is 
to be in your lap again, 
About six months ago, a 
bunch of us were sitling 
around the office. and it struck us that 
December is just about the nicest 
month of the year for reading a maga- 
zine. Days are shorter, nights are longer. 
there’s a chill in the air. Just makes you 
want to cozy up to the fire and keep 
warm, having a few laughs with your 


old friends and looking at a few pictures 


of naked women. 

Knowing what keeps you, our reader, 
happy is our stock-in-trade, so. we've 
worked our fingers to the bone to bring 
you what | think is one of our most spe- 
cial issues ever. 

Of course, youll want to get right 
into this month’s cover story. “Sick- 
nesses That Women Like? |. for one. 
was quite amazed at the list of diseases 
that evoke incredible sympathy tn the 
fair sex, although many others here at 
the magazine swear that they've known 
this little secret for years. loday’s mod- 
ern woman doesnt draw the line at 
bringing a bowl of soup over to a guy 
with a few sniffles. Who would have 
guessed that of all the women we sur- 
veyed, eight out of ten said they would 
actually enjoy washing the open sores 


on a guy’s back? Or helping him over — 


the dry heaves? Just don’t try to fake it— 
that’s a definite turnoff, Check out the 
whole story, beginning on page 37. 

On a more serious note. we've no- 
ticed that it’s often a young man’s bur- 
den to wake one morning to find 
himself charged with the care of an 
aging parent. That's what happened last 
year to our new editor, Fred Graver, and 
the experience affected him in deeply 

rofound ways. You'll find his sensitive. 
thoughtful reflections on the tnals of 
caring for your parents in “Why | Put 
Them Away Where | Did? on page 63. 

Another of our fine editors, Gent 
Stone, recently was a guest on one 
of those call-in talk shows that are all 


December 1982 
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) the rage lately, He was amazed’ at the 
plethora of sixties-type phrases. as well | 


as sentiments, that sprang up among 
the callers. “1 began to think.” he told 
us, “that perhaps these phrases, like 
‘bummed out” and “lt blew my mind? 
were not so much clichés bul accurate 
descriptions of life that we were just 
more aware of in those crazy days.” 
Gene's reflections on the amazing world 
of talk radio, “What Men and Women 
Talk About When They Talk to Each 
Other on the Radio? begin on page 58. 

There's something very special about 
the young lady who is the subject of this 
month’s “Nite on the Town. Shere Hite. 
All of us who have read her blockbuster 
books have wondered just what kind of 
person she is, and a lucky few of us here 
at the magazine had the rare pleasure of 
finding oul. Shere bared her candid 
views on every(hing—our car, our choice 
of a restaurant, what was wrong with 
the appetizer. the bad service. the lousy 
dessert, and what she will do to us next 
time we see her. if ever. She's quite a 
lady, as you'll find out on page 49. 


Just when you think that everything | 


has been written on the subject of 
cheese, an invitation beckons you to a 
swank Central Park West apartment to 
laste the latest veined cheeses of Aus- 
tria, We approached this assignment 
rather gingerly, but food editor Fran- 
cine Juneau fed us through this aro- 
matic Baedeker with her usual je ne sais 
quot You'll find the evidence of our 


Ee eee 
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newly acquired expertise in our first 


annual scratch ‘’ sniff cheese preview, 
on page 27. | 

peaking of animal husbandry. this 
month we conclude our sixteen-part 
serialization of D, Keith Manos epic 
novel of sheep breeding on the rooftops 
of New York's Upper West Side, Judg- 
ing from the mail we've received. you. | 
our readers, think this whole thing ts 
wretty bad, but we made a promise to 
b to run it, and a gentleman’ word is 
his bond. You'll find the latest install- 
ment jammed into the corner above the 
L. L. Bean ad on page 109. 

Frequent contributor Robert Simms 
sent us in one of those little surprises 
that make being a magazine editor so 
exciting, Turns out that nothing much 
has been happening to Bobby since the 
last time we talked to him. but he felt 
that itwas worth writing about. anyway. 
And he did—with his usual wit and 
aplomb. Start turning the pages. from 
left to right. on number 76, 

Finally, | plead with you not to over- 
look Bob Greene’s fine column, “Dat- 
ing the Woman Who Has My Old Job? 
Bobs tapped another chord in the mod- 
ern man’s life. and nobody will have to 
remind me to thank him for tt next ume 
[ see him. 

Well, that's a full plate if ve ever 
been served one. Don't forget Mom and 
Dad this holiday season. as well as the 
honey who keeps you warm when the 


magazines lose their charm. a 


[Hestration; Sant Gross 
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For the ride of your life... 
All you need for Christmas 
are your two front seats! 


Opens December [Oth at a Cheatre | er you. 


Copyright © MGMLXXzIl by Paramount Pictures Corporation AllRights Reserved le 


ely IRS: | WOULD LIKE TO 
‘# recommend a program de- 
» signed to end hunger and im- 
}prove postal service across 
re the land. Instead of letters in 
envelopes. people should mail their 
messages stuffed inside fruits such as the 
apple or the orange. When boat people 
received junk mail, they could feed their 
hungry children with it instead of going 
“Shit mu‘fa. no welfare check today” or 
“Golly. | dot like this mail” People 
who give parties. nice people but ab- 
| sentminded at limes, could leave their 
guests to check their mailbox for 
lemons and limes for their cocktails. in- 
stead of driving to convenience stores 
and possibly getting in an accident or | 
worse, And mailmen (mines name is 
Charles. but yours is probably different) 
could jugele their mail for amusement 
instead of siting on wobbly stools im 
tawdry doughnut shops eating stale — 
doughnuts. or having alcoholic drinks 
in a loser’s bar thinking bad thoughts 
about their brother Donald the podia- 
trist with the fancy home and Jaguar 
and the wife who was a runner-up | 
“Miss Palmetto” and who vou will | 
wouldn't kick out of the delivery truck | 
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for misaddressing a Jilly Pac. Thank 
you. and please think about it. won't 
you? | 
Bud Chub 

Tampa, Fla. 

Sirs: 
| bet my friend a hundred dollars you 
wouldit publish this letter. 
Al Fiedler 
Glen Cove, NY. 


Sirs: 
There's this dork friend of mine, Al, 


MAN Koy 


“Excuse me for interrupting, madam, but before you go on allow me to make 
these comments, one, 1 have no desire for you to do my cooking; 
wa, | neither want nor need vou to pay my rent; three, I'm very sorry you cried 
the whole night long; and four, and perhaps most important, | think 
you've called the wrong Bill Bailey” 


December |O8? 


——E—— 


who will soon be wriling you a stupid 

letter. If you publish it, he's going to give 

me a hundred bucks and [ll split it nght 
down the middle with you, okay? 

Randy Klein 

Glen Cave, N.Y. 


Sirs: 
We've really grown in popularity over | 
the past few years, and we wish to thank 
ou. You've been just great. folks. Keep 
in mind that the next person you go to | 
bed with probably carries us, so if you 
haven't had the chance to get to know | 
us vel, you soon will. Have a nice day. 
The Herpes Virus 
On the march 


Sirs: 
This is what Bruce Springsteen really 
sings on “Born to Run”: 
Tmillay hlee ben mouw wanminimil 
klee 
ubla rumamy amelabubby 
Lamiv belve boabammonual 
halin emelawye meglbee. 
| know, because Columbia Records 
pays me to write lyrics for the record 
sleeve after all the mumbling ts 
recorded. 
Allen Ginsberg 


Ashbury Park, America 


SIs: 

| am the Sock Man. | hang around 
laundromats and apartment laundry 
rooms and steal socks, one at a ume. So 
if ever you're missing a sock after doing 

the wash, it was probably me. 
The Sock Man 
On the loose 


Sirs: , 

A while back I bought a Picture- 
hone, Then I laid ina year’s pp of 
food pills. Then | got myself an electric 
car, What 'm wondering is. am | ahead 
of the times. behind the times, or just a 

complete asshole? 
Alvin Toffler 
New York, NY: 


SITs: 

Did you ever run into an old girl 
friend who had torn your heart out by 
dumping you for another guy? And 


now she’ a fat pig? 


It's greal! 
Dennis Kin 
Wayne, Ina. 
ic-oON TINUED ON PAGE 294 
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Regular, 1 mg. “tar”, 0.2 mg. nicotine 
: ay. per cigarette, FIC Report Dec. ’81. 
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The pleasure is back. — 


BARCLAY 


| MG TAR 


_ felelY/ ‘ Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
0 la ‘free. That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 


You can put a smile 
on a little face by 
making these clever gifts 
from household garbage. 
by Fred Graver 


IMES ARE TOUGH. BUT 
umes have been tou h be- 
"fore and we've always 
pulled through, "ight? I can 
remember back to my own 
childhood, when we faced a pretty 
bleak Christmas in our house. Mom 
had lost her Tupperware distributor- 
ship. and Dad hadn't worked regularly 
since driveway-paving season had 
closed. Gramps had moved in with us 
and he novonly ate like a horse. he had 
forced Sis to Move Into my room, 

I remember Christmas Eve. lying in 
bed. holding Sis close to me. real tight. 
just the two of us. under the blankets, 


the warmth of our bodies fighting off 


the chill of the night. | whispered in her 
ear “IT asked for a ‘Man from 
U.N.C.L.E? gun. Do you think..." Sis 


years. “You know what ‘fat 
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was older than me. aad wise beyond her 
chanee 
means?” she answered, 

Well. we were both surprised the next 


morning when we found more boxes 


and toys under the tree than our big 
wide eves could take in. No, we didn't 
gel t what we had asked for, but we got 
all the toys we'd always loved plaving 
with, In fact. they were Our tovs! Dad 


| 
| 
l 
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“I said, “Eat your ‘fucking vegetables, 
vou scum-sucking pig: 'What did vou think T said?” 


iE 


ifts for the 
ew ue ression 
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had just rewrapped them. He and Mom 
got a good chuckle out of it, but I've 
never forgotten my intense depression 
and disillusionmem, One day | learn 
Santas a fake. then | find out Mom and 
Dad are frauds. too. 
That's why | want you to give your 
family a real nice Christmas this year. 
no matter how bad the economy has hilt 
you. With a few things from around the 
house. I'm going to show vou how vou 
can create gifts that have all the excite- 
ment and fun of store-bought ones. 
Why. Pd even crawl out on a limb and 
sav that the only difference between 
these gifts and the ones you buy in the 
store is about seven million dollars in 
adveruising money. 
Let’s start out with Sis. Mavbe she's 
asked for a doll ora game. Well. Pve got 
something that combines both—it's a 
little game I've rigged up that’s called 
“Mommy Blows Her Top? Take some 
Magic Markers and a little crepe paper 
and decorate an empty dishwi ashing- 
ele bottle to look like Mom. Now. sit 
the players around the table and ughten 
the cap. Each player takes a turn loos- 
ening the cap a litle. and then punching 
Mom in the stomach. The tension 
mounts until... Mommy Blows Her 
ee But the game's not over! All the 
kids get “sent to their room? where they 


beat up on the kid who made Mom 


= a 
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Myers’. The first collection 
of luxury rums... 
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Miniature model sailing ships, 
circa 1880's. Royai Louis, French 
gun ship. USCG Eagle, 

Coast Guard training ship. 

La Reale, French cargo ship. 


MYERS’S PLATINUM WHITE. MYERS’S ORIGINAL DARK. MYERS’S GOLDEN RICH. 

Exquisitely smooth and bornto The deep, dark ultimate in rich A uniquely rich taste inspired by 
mix. With a subtle richness that rum taste. The Beginning ofthe — Myers’s Original Dark. Superbly 

could oflyceme from Myers’s. — Myers’s Flavor Legend. smooth and beautifully mixable. 


Myerss Rums:. taste is priceless. 


MYERS'S RUMS, 80 PROOF, FRED L. MYERS & SON CO. ORIGINAL DARK IMPORTED AND BOTTLED IN’ BALTIMORE, MD. PLATINUM WHITE AND GOLDEN RICH PRODUCED IN ARECIBO, PR. 
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blow her top in the first place. 
Nowadays. with women’s lib and all 
that stuff. its important to stress non- 
sexist loys for girls. and many parents 
find that a science kit fills the bill. This 
kit is called “What Grows in the Refrig- 
erator’ and consists of a variety of plas- 
tic bags and a “Scientist's Notebook” 
(The plastic bags are free at the produce 
section of your supermarket. If you 
| really want to be elaborate. you might 


throw ina special “Screnust’s Shirt- | 


Pocket Pen Caddy") The entries in the 
notebook mark the dates on which vou 
placed some interesting food in a bag 

and put itinto the refrigerator, what 1 
| looked like after one week. two weeks, 
three weeks, and one month: what i 
| smelled like: and whether or not you 
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could feed it to the family pet. grow | 


plants in it, or cure the common cold 
With i. 

And what about the little guy? What 
are you gonna get for him? 
little guys nowadays—and Sis too—have 
been asking for those video games, 
Why not give the video 
them all—Sitcom Invaders! ‘Take a sheet 
of Saran Wrap and lay it on the screen. 
Then. with Magic Markers. draw hand 
erenades, broken glass. mortars. land 
mines. Molotov cocktails, and other 
weapons of destruction on the-screen: 
| Each player then picks out a character 
on the show you're watching—let’s say 
is Laverne on “Laverne and Shirley, 
Well, every time Laverne walks into one 


ell. a lot of 
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of your traps, you score, Easy, you say? | 


How about Advanced Sitcom Invaders? 


The lower part of the screen. where | 
everyone walks anyway. is worth half 


the points of the upper part. This can be 
areal fun game, and if the kids have a 
tough ume getting the hang of it, you 
might want to have them practice on a 
talk-show couch or two, 

Of course. any little guy would be 
thrilled to get a pet for Christmas. But 
have you been to a pet store lately? Do 
you Know what they want for those 
mutts? Forget it! And they eat like my 
old grandpa. Well. | had to think long 
and hard about this one. but I've come 
up with the answer—Roach Ranch. You 
can make these from five or six of those 
roach motels. which you wrap up and 
decorate to make them look like the 
bunkhouse, the grub shack. the stable. 
etc. Place the whole selup in a ughtly 
scaled box and you've got the neatest 
little gift since the ant farm. And you 


' can keep those roaches alive for years 


game lo end | 


= 


| 
| 
| 


on bits of food and a litte water. (Why 
not set up a little trough for’em to drin 
from?) If vou're really talented. you can 
even take a stab at making cowboy hats 
for those little roaches. They're hours of 
fun for the whole family. and thev can 
be trained to do-simple tricks like stand- 
ing. rolling over and.crawling up Aunt 
Patsy’s leg. 

Kids. of course, have a real love for 
collecting things.,and the kids in my 
neighborhood started a real craze with 


“We haven't got all day, buddy. Is it back in the body or do we pronounce you dead?” 
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a game called “What Was This?” You 
ever notice how when some stu gets all 
used up and thrown away, it doesn't 
look anything like what it used to be 
especially plastic packages. rubber 
goods. things that fall of your handy- 
man bench’? Well. kids really get into 
scouring the streets for disposed items 
and coming back to stump their friends. 
So give the kids a few collecting boxes 
and turn ‘em loose. You might want to 
draw the line with chewed food and an- 
imal carcasses, though! 

Every Christmas, many parents face 
a particularly painful dilemma. They've 

ot a little money saved up for presents. 

ut the kids need some essentials, too— 
like underwear, socks, or gloves for the 
winter. Well. there is a way to make 
your child appreciate those “sensible” 
gifts. When vou fill out the little name 
lag on the package. merely insert the 
name of their favorite superhero or 
celebrity where yours would go. Who 
could resist some nice warm socks from 
Spiderman, some new underpants from 
Bruce Springsteen, or a nice new wool 
cap from Reggie Jackson? If you're cre- 
ative with paint and brush. you can 
draw a picture of Spiderman or Pac- 
Man night on a pair of white tube socks 
for a really special touch, You can seal 
the deal with a little note inside that says, 
“Heres. a nice new pair of gloves for | 
when you play Sitcom Invaders- 

Finally. every child’s Christmas has to 
be marked by that big. special, trendy 
present. Well. you won't have to leave 
your kids with nothing to brag to their 
friends about this year. You can build 
them a special £. 77 Computer, Remem- 
ber the one the extraterrestnial built in 
the movie out of electronic junk and an 
old umbrella? You can get old batteries, 
circuits. wires, etc., from behind any 
Radio Shack store. string ‘em up. and... 
who knows? You might have a couple 
of funny green men at yveur door 
someday. 

But what about Mom? Surely you 
can't hope to fool Aer with some of these 
lossed-together wonders. And remem- 
ber last birthday. when she told you 
what you could do with that dress from 
the thrift shop? 

Well. don’t panic. To begin with. you 
can give Mom one of those great deco- 
ralive pins. Show her how much you 
appreciate all of the things she does for | 
the family by gluing a hittle bit of her | 
best home-cooked dish to a clasp. Can 
you imagine the squeals of glee when 
her friends see that she’s wearing a pol 
roast? 

And speaking of novelty items, have 
you noticed how the craziest things get | 
turned into wallets and purses lately? 
Think of the looks of jealousy on the 
faces of the girls at the bridge club when 


NC. 


FM} 8890 $496 
AM 70 80 
eas Soe 


100190 160 


OUR CAR STEREOS GO 
TO GREAT EXTREMES 
BEFORE THEY GO ANYWHERE. 


Before a Craig receiver is Road-Rated, it 
travels a pretty rough road. We test each model 
under extreme conditions so the punishment you 
dish out will seem like a Sunday drive. 


We run vibration tests to simulate the most 
demanding road conditions. 
We freeze it to —40° Then 
we heat it up to 140° And 
we simultaneously subject 
it to 95% relative humidity. , 

Tests. Tests. And more § 
tests. That’s what it takes 
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to become Road-Rated. And it’s your assurance 
that Craig receivers are built to withstand the 
elements. 

So at Craig, good looks and great sound are 
just the beginning. When you buy one of our Road- 
Rated Receivers, you know 
it’ll go the distance. Even 
under the most extreme 
conditions. 


Road-Rated Receivers 


Craig Corporation, 921 West Ancsia BNd 
Compton Caltorma G02?270 Telex 67-4116 
n Canada Wihers. Evans Lid. Burnaby. 6 C Canada VSG 3E3 


When the party is BYOB (Bring Your Own Brush), 
you find out who your friends are. 


Friends aren't hard to find when you're | 
out to share a good time. But the crowd rt | 
sure thins out when there’s work to do. 
And the ones who stick around deserve 
something special. 

Tonight, let it be Lowenbrau. 


Liwenbriu. Here's to good friends. 


© 1962 Beer Brewed by Miller Brewing Co., Milwaukee, Wis. 
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the little lady walks in with her very 
own milk-carton purse. Or how about 
tacking a nifty handle onto one of her 
old running shoes? Classy, right? As 
long as youre rummaging through the 
| closet, don’t overlook the dandy way an 
old athletic sock becomes a handsome 
change purse. 

Of course, Mom might want some- 
thing a littke more personal. Is she one 
of those monogrammed-days-of-the- 
week-undies girls? With a lithe Magic 
Marker. you can give her a whole set of 
days-of-the-week sanitary napkins. 

And. finally. the gift that keeps on 
giving —baking soda. There's a thousand 
and one uses for the stuff. and your wife 
will remember your thoughtfulness all 
year long. My honey ts still tickled over 


the two boxes I gave her last year. The — 
one | wrapped tn red and labeled FIRE | 


EXTINGUISHER 1s still in its own little 
corner near the stove. 

But. what about Dad? Sure, he's the 
one whos always tough to please. But 
I've never met a pop who hasn't been 
pleased with a nice new key chain. Why 
not weave a few hanks of the family’s 
hair together, dip itin varnish. and hand 
him a Christmas present that'll choke 
him up? 

Speaking of choking the old guy up. 
if he’s like most of the fathers [ know. 
he'll appreciate this blast from the 

ast—an old shirt. te-dyed in his faver- 
) te late-sixties style! For added effect. 
toss an old Jefferson Airplane album on 
the turntable when you hand him the 
box, 
| Ofcourse. if you're willing to put the 

extra time and effort into it. nothing 
would please Pop like his own desk set. 
Perfect for the office or the desk at 
home, this is the kind of set that says 
loud and clear “I'm a family man!” 
Saw off the top half of a tennis-ball can 
(to hold the pens and pencils). find an 
empty Tiparillo box (for the notepa- 
per), and laminate the daily newspaper 
Sports section (for the blotter). You 
| might even toss in an old pocket knife 
for the letter opener. Hot dandy! 

Christmas 1s a special time to show 
Grandma and Grandpa how much 
they mean to the whole family, and this 
next litte item is something that every- 
one can pitch in on. As we all know. 
Grandma and Grandpa are just 
struggling by on a fixed income, and 
| Be aren't eating too well. You can 

me brighten their mealtime with a set 
of Social Security Dinnerware! Begin 
| with paper plates and cups—plain 

white. of course. Have the ide take 
their crayons and draw colorful pictures 
of Grandma and Grandpa in front of 
“their” big mansion, “their” big car 
with a chauffeur, “their” summer home. 
Then, take some waxed paper and coat 


SS ee 


the cups and plates by using a hot tron. 
Dont worry about this special dinner- 
ware holding as old folks will ap- 
preciate it for the unique gift it is and 
only use it on special occasions. 

Speaking of special occasions... here's 
a couple of wonderful seasonal gifts. To 
begin with, you might be the kind of 
person who likes to keep the Christ in 
Christmas (or the Chan in Chanukah. 
as the case may be). Why not toss to- 
gether some special holiday cookies? 
Toss a little flour sugar water and but- 
ter into a bowl. Mix them up, lay them 
on a cookie sheet. and bake. Then. 
make up some religious story to go with 
them. “These cookies represent all of 
the children born this year who didn’t 
live to see Christmas”—something like 
thal. 

How about some special memento of 
this special day, to be given to a loved 
one whom you only see once a year. if 
that much? Bright and early Christmas 
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morning, go down to the newsstand | 


and buy two copies of the day’s news- 
paper—one for you and one for the gift. 
Shellac the gift, and you've got a won- 
derful souvenir of that special day in the 
year when you all get together. 

It's true that many of us only get to- 
gether with our families around the hol- 
idays. and | wouldn't expect you to toss 
together some thoughtless present for 
your brother or sister who Just flew in 
from Spokane to share Christmas with 
everyone, This special “Remembrance 


Card” will bring back laughter and 
tears. Using an old hotograph of the 
two of you in your childhood, you can 
put together a nice little folder and in- 
scribe it with a poem of your OWT] mak- 
ing. If you can't bring yourself to pen a 
few light verses, feel free to use this one: 


Remember the fun we once had in our 
ard 

When life was simple and not so hare. 

But we've grown up, 

And times are tough, 

So heres a cheap little picture cara. 


With a little ingenuity and imagina- 
lion, you can save this Christmas from 
the same depression that’s gripping the 
country. Just remember three things: 

+ If you are given a gift in return, don't 
get caught in that old trap of comparing 
the two. Remember this line: “Well. 
there's only one in the world like this? 

« Remember that you are, in fact, doing 
the other person a big favor, since they | 
wont have to stand in a line to return 
their eift, 

- Dont forget, if you're working on 
something for someone and it looks as 
though it will be a total disaster, just toss 
it all in the box anyway. When they 
open it. say. “I was up until three in the 
morning trying to finish this. but | 
thought you'd like to see how it’s 
progressing 

Then, after Christmas. get them 
something else by exchanging one of | 
the useless gillssomeone gave you. & 


“Let me have acopy of Newsweek, Time, Forbes, Reader's Digest, Fortune, 
Mixed Combo Domination, Harper's, and Business Week." 
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Theres $s only one way 
= toplay tt... 


Wherever the music 

is hot, the taste is Kool. 
Because there's only one 
sensation this refreshing. 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. Kings, 16 mg. “tar”, 1.1 mg, nicotine; Longs, 14 ma, “tar” 
1.0 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FIC Report Dec. ‘81. 
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Coast-to-Coast |; 
Carpetingon | 
Way As Nancy |=; 
Redecorates | 
America 


PHEN THE NEW FIRST LADY 
| stepped into the White 
House she didn't waste a 


moment before calling in the decora- | == === === 

tors. But now, according to presidential a joey ae \/- 

- sources, Mrs, Reagan has stepped out- | [= oe eS = 

| side of the White House and found, to | A duxurtous autumua-red shag for Cleveland 

her dismay, that “it dogsn't really mah | |—{9—_3¢$@#__@~_ +5. —__._—_"_ a -._ —_—_<. —__.—_.-—_———— 

| the rest of the country” Paced with the The president pointed out that the | cleaner industries, both vital sectors of 

prospect of having to tear up his home | carpeting will create much-needed jobs | our economy, should enjoy a major 

once again, Ronald Reagan instead | in this me of high unemployment. | boom. All in all, we're going to have an 

called for and has signed a bill to | “Think of all the people who'll be | economically stronger and richer 
redecorate the United States. The first | needed to lay il, tack it, and clean it. | country that'll have the added advan- 

step, in the language of the new law. will | The carpet-sweeper and vacuum- | tage of being softer to step on? rl 

be the “carpeting of all areas of the 


country not occupied by buildings, PLANET 


including all sidewalks, streets, open - , = 
areas, woodlands, and national parks. A | t | ] A kk fi | 
According to the White Eigse the US ra 1a S S , or nvasion 

carpeting will be a luxurious, deep- 
piled. Dacron-polyester, feather-light 
shag recommended for its bright colors, 
eusy cleaning. and high durability. 
which should make it particularly suit- 
able for heavily traveled areas. such as | 
downtown business districts and inter- 
state highways. “In accordance with m 
‘pa of decentralizing government.’ 

cagan said, “each municipality will be 
allowed to select its own color. Cleve- 
land, for example. has selected a lus- 
trous autumn red, a very fine choice, in 
my opinion. Now, | don't happen to 
| agree with them all. For example, 
scranton’s selection of a light beige 
might pet awfully dirty with all the No one asks our opinion of anything. 
smokestacks they have over there. But. No one 1s afraid of us. We never get any 
then, that’s what local autonomy is all | Prime Minister Fraser: “Somebody | terrorist attacks. Our ambassadors 
about’ please attack us.” aren't even kidnapped, There are coun- 
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Minister John Malcolm Fraser of 

Australia has called upon any inter- 
ested country to invade the tiny cont- | 
nent. His speech was met with wild 

_ cheers from ms countrymen. 

“Tt isn't fair’ he said. “We've never 
been invaded even once in our history. 
We feel very neglected. After all, just 
because were lucked away down here 
in the middle of nowhere doesn’t mean 
we don't exist” 

The prime minister continued, his 
voice breaking slightly. “It's always been 
like this, for as long as | can remember. 


| if AN IMPASSIONED PLEA, PRIME 
| 
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tres in the Middle East who have far 
less going for them than we do, and 


they can invade tiny little eh ones 
islands like the Falklands, w y cant 
they invade a big island like ours? We've 
got everything the Falklands have, and 
more, m 


Hitler- 

| Enquirer 
‘Link 
‘Uncovered 


Former German leader 
is his own best subject 


NCE AGAIN ADOLF HITLER 
has been reported to be—as 


many suspect—alive and living in 
Argentina, But he is not well. An editor 
from the National Enquirer revealed 
that Hitler. for several years, has been 
writing articles for the Enguirer. The 
source, Who declined to be identified, 
stressed that the-elderly Nazi has never 
been under contract and that his stories 
are submitted on a stnctly free-lance 
basis. Apparently the former Nazi top 
dog writes many of the “nguirer articles 

| dealing with his own exploits. 

“He's alive. all right” claimed the 
source, “and really churning out those 
stories, The one about him being 
behind the Falkland Islands invasion. 
and one a few months back about his 
masterminding the hostage crisis in 
ran, were written by Hitler. But he 
never actually does the stulT he writes 
about?’ Apparently suffering from 
extreme hardening of the arteries, the 
once-spry Fithrer has become, at 
ninely-three. totally out of touch with 
reality. Ul 
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Adolf Hitler at the typewriter in Cor- 
rientes, Argentina, “Most of his stories 
| are phony” 


——— 
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they're in the newspapers all the time. If 


torate, has begun a campaign to bring 
“the disenfranchised illiterates” into the 


Will Dummies Get the Vote? 


League of Women Voters fights for illiterates’ rights 


HE LEAGUE OF WOMEN VOTERS, 


three-year survey of the elec- 


political mainstream. 
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A sample 980 ballot demonstrates new 
techniques that will enable illiterates to 
make intelligent electoral judgements. 


DISEASE AND SICKNESS 


a 
| 


announcing the results of a | 


Citing statistics that prove that illiter- 
ates know as much about current events 
and politics as the average college pro- 
fessor or stockbroker Ms. Marcia Glen- 
dale of the League told reporters, 
“Theres no reason to believe that just 


_ because people can't write their own 


name or read the label on a can of vege- 
lables, they can’t make an intelligent 
decision about their political 
representation.” 

In collaboration with several adver- 
lising agencies, the League has pro- 
duced sample ballots, voter-registration 
cards, and other necessary documents 
that would enable illiterates to partici- 
pate in the democratic process. 

League officials expect a major polit- 
ical battle, though, when the issue 
enters Congress next month. According 
to a League spokesperson, “Our Dipgest 
resistance is going to come from politi- 
clans who for years have been able to 
keep their faces hidden from the public. 
After that, if we can just convince par- 
ticularly ugly women politicians that 
their chances won't be drastically hurt. 
we should be successful?’ 

When asked to comment on the pro- 
posed changes, President Reagan 


) responded with an off-the-record com- 


ment about the value of such a proce- 
dure in the political careers of former | 
Hollywood actors. i 


Father Damien Forms 
First Herpes Colony 


Former Club Med isle becomes disease-control center 


EREIN THE CARIBBEAN,WHERE || | 
the waters are blue and the sun 


is warm, an elderly Catholic | 
| priest is doing his part to insure a better | | 


sex life for America. 


Father Damien Mallard, in response | | 
to the Great American Herpes Scare of | 
1982. has sent out a call for men and | 
women with the dread disease to “come | | 


on down and cool out fora while. 
“Pm hoping to attract the real car- 


riers. the folks who won't stop having | 
sex even though the sores are still run- | 


ning, | figure, if we can get them off the 


Streets, we might have a chance to | 


decrease the number of new cases” 
On the site of a former Club Med 
compound, the Herpes Colony resem- 
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Father Damien, founder of the Herpes 
Colony, with the islands main export. 


Piotographs: Mariente Gaffney 
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resort. “T don't want these folks to feel 
shunned by society.’ Damien claims. 
“None of that Scarlet Letter stuff for 
mie.” 


bles not so much a clinic as a beautiful | ducing small gift items. The first Father 


Damien Herpes Colony Gift Catalog has 
recently been issued, featuring the usual 


_ offerings—hand-stitched wallets, moc- 


Although the colony will get most of | 


its revenue from charitable contribu- 
ions, herpoids are expected to generate 
some income during their stay by pro- 


PROTESTIANA 


'Bovines Blast 


casins, and letter openers—as well as 
items that more directly reflect the 
colony’s nature. “We expect our line of 
loilet-seat covers to sell very well? 
Damien predicts. u 


Government Freebies 


Washington knee-deep in trouble till the cows come home 


THUNDERING HERD OF DAIRY 
| A os incensed by federal give- 

aways of cheese and butter, 
staged a massive protest in front of the 
Lincoln Memorial. The cows were 
angered that the “federal free-for-all” 
made dairy products appear worthless 
and could force the sad-eyed farm 
animals to work longer hours if prices 
fell. 

A spokesman for the angry, multi- 
stomached mob, who wore signs 
reading GUNS, NOT BUTTER and LET 
} THEM EAT FROZEN ENTREES AND 
HOSTESS SNO-BALLS, explained why the 
demonstration was held in front of the 
statue of the famous dead president: 
“Our sixteenth president was a friend of 
all oppressed. beings—black, white, 
sable, or spotted combinations thereof— 
and as an ‘udder-wise’ farm boy. would 
have given his wholehearted support to 
the movement. 

“If cows had been in the Secret Ser- 
vice, Lincoln would never have been 
shot?’ he added, scoffing at a wild- 
| looking street bum’s cries that slanty- 
| horned Chinese “ cowmunists” were 


aiding the movement. An unidentified — 


cow's placard retorted, MY MOTHER 


DIDN'T RAISE METO BE A MEAL TICKET | 


FOR WELFARE CHEATS; she was tired of | home, 
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‘If cows had been in the Secret Service, 
Lincoln would never have been shot.” 


being perceived as a milk bank instead 
ofa cow. 

A score of pigs showed their support 
by obstructing traffic in downtown 
Washington and later by greasing them- 
selves under buses and running naked 
through the floor of the Senate, waking 
several sleepy lawmakers with their 
loud and savage yelps. 

At dusk, the cows concluded their 
rotest by locking their knees and 
owing in unison, and then they came 
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Russia Declares 
Wider Fishing Limit 


| US. supermarkets object 


N A MOVE THAT STARTLED THE 
Bp ternational community. Russia 

has declared a 20,000-mile fishing 
limit around its borders. The U.S. 
branded the action “a blatant attempt 
to infringe upon the territorial rights of 
others” and called for an immediate 
meeting of the U.N. Security Council to 
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settle the issue. 

However, Secretary of State George 
Shultz has admitted that until the 
Security Council makes tts final dect- 
sion, the U.S. has no choice but to 
respect the new Soviet limit, Almost 
immediately, Russian fishing trawlers 
were sighted near fish markets in major 
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U.S. cities and were reported bearing 
down on respected supermarket chains. | 
Typical of those hurt most by the 
Russian move is Sam Delaney, owner of 
the Surf ‘ny’ Tide Fish Shoppe in Chi- 
cago. Warns Delaney, “Don’t under- 
estimate these Russian fishermen. 
They're really very knowledgeable pros. 
They come here early in the morning 
and walk off with the best we have. By _ 
the time our regular customers get here. 
there isn’t a decent piece of flounder or 

bluefish left” 

Equally disturbed is George 
Jacobson, manager of a sprawling 
supermarket in Virginia. Says Jacobson, 
“It's really become quite a serious 
problem. They head right for the 
shelves where we keep the premium 
tuna fish and salmon. They must be lis- 
tening in On our country’s radio trans- 
missions. because they go for the 
heavily advertised brands first, The least 
the U.N. can do is vote to restrict their 
catch to, say, twenty-five cansa day” 


New 


Said to 


Represent 


Real Majority | 
of Americans 


"wm OTENT, PERSISTENT. AND VO- 
P ieoss the Moral Majority has 
been no stranger to news head- 


lines. But in the past few months, qui- 
etly and without fanfare, a brand-new 
organization has been Poa Born | 
and suckled in the small mill towns of 

Indiana, it has been steadily nibbling at 
the grass roots of America, and already 
is said to be millions strong. 

The new organization has dubbed 
itself the More-or-Less Moral Majority. 
According to its founder. lige reli- | 
zious-figurine salesman Jerry Adams, | 
“We think we're really representative of 
the majonty of people in the United 
States. and it’s about time we gol orga- 
nized to make our views known. We're 
pretty moral most of the time, but occa- 
sionally we might cheat on our taxes a 
little, we might stop off fora beer or two 
on the way Facies and, if someone gives 
us too much change when we buy a cup 
of coffee. we might return it but then 
again we might not. Most of the ume we 


— 


Phomgraphs: Movie Sill Archives, Wide World 


Coovriaht © 2007 National Lamnoon Inc. 


+ : , 
% ate if » ete ) - 


“There arent many Jewshere, or black people, or 
Hispanic-Mexicans, or anything’ 


Ron and Nancy Reagan talk about their 347th visit to Bermuda since the inauguration. 


ne _—— | . 
“We waded around for five 
7 or ten minutes, and then we 
took a nap.” 
“We like to relax all day and 
then just take it easy.” 


Why should you work harder than the president 


Bermuda 


Ouring visits by President and Mrs, Reagan, Bermuda 1s Closed. except for between the hours of 11.00 
PM. and 700 AM , dunng which time ne is asleep. Visitors must be accompamed by a Bermudian citizen 
and will be assessed a greens fee upon debarcation. Sweanng, rye bread, and loud music are stnctly 
forbidden, Lights out at 11:00PM weeknights, 12:00 midnight weekends 
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play it pretty straight, but we're not per- 
fect, and we think it’s only fair that our 
interests are represented too?” 

The aim of the organization, 
according to Adams, is “to make the 
United States a better place for more- 
or-less moral people. Our platform, for 
example, calls for a little more, but not 
too much, sex on television, especiall 
in the form of big-breasted, dum 
blonds who come on after the kids are 
asleep. We support the teaching of evo- 
lution in the public schools, because 
none of us really understand it anyway. 
as long as good football players can still 
pass the exams. We favor a reasonable 


English Leather: 


' COLOGNE 
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Wear Musk by English Leather when you're feeling bold. Or when you're feeling 

shy. Either way, Musk by English Leather will speak for you. 

We know that the same guy can be outgoing sometimes, laid back other times, 

So we created an easy way to communicate without saying a word, ae 

Get the bold/shy scent of English Leather Musk. MEM.COMPANY. INC.. NORTHVALE N.J. 07647 More-or-Less Moral Majority leader 
ES SS SS ee Adams and his 198] tax return. “I earned 
about five hundred dollars, off the books, 
that I didn’t declare, and I deducted one 
of my children twice, but that’s not really 
100 bad, isit?” 


amount of sex discussion in the home, 
especially in the form of double 
entendres when certain kinds of aunts 
are invited to family gatherings. Gener- 
ally. we're against abortion, but we 
might allow it as long as the woman 
feels really terrible about it and cries for 
a long time afterward. And our official 
policy on minorities like blacks and 
Jews 1s that we're willing to work along- 
side them and even live next door to 
them as long as they continue to allow 
us to tell funny jokes about them when 
were a little drunk” 

Asked how the group plans to 
operate, Adams said, “We intend to 
lobby for our causes, more or less hon- 
estly, and with only an occasional, rea- 
sonable-sized bribe; and to hold 
annual conventions where most of 
the men will try to be faithful to their 
wives back home but some will 
momentarily stray for some missionary- 
position sex with a prostitute. Of course, 
they'll feel guilty immediately afterward 
and send their wives somewhat expen- 
sive flowers.” n 


Edited by Tod Carroll. Contributions 
by T.C., Ed Subitzky, Kevin Curran, 
Fred Graver, and Dave lynan. 


Moosehead. Canada’s Premium Beer. 


All Brand Importers Inc., Lake Success, NY. . Sole U.S. Importer © 1982 ee ae ee ee en 


Make two great kids 
happy this Christmas! 


RONALDG HARRIS 


hat’s George and Howard up there. They are in 

charge of merchandise sales for National Lampoon. 
Make their Christmas a merry one by buying National 
Lampoon gifts this yuletide. They get a bonus if we 
sell a lot of these gifts, so really go crazy. In addition 
to making George and Howard happy, you'll make 
the recipient of such Christmas delights as the 


National Lampoon Baseball Jacket 


T he jacket of champions. 
Perfect for anybody who 
cheats at baseball or would just 
like to look sharp and with-it in 
this honest-to-goodness silklike 
team jacket. A great favorite 
with baseball players, Ping Pong 
players, and gentlemen and 
ladies of all sports. 


(TS-1030) 


National Lampoon baseball jacket, National Lampoon 
special editions, and other holiday traditions 
euphoric. National Lampoon gifts are Christmas! Like 
the hearth, the wreath, and the goose. 

Make this Christmas a happy one... 

For everybody. 

God bless you! 


National Lampoon Frog Shirt 


hese incredibly popular 

polo shirts sport the 
distinctive, distinguished 
symbol, a double-amputee 
frog. 

This poor fellow is your 
guarantee that you are 
wearing the finest. Anybody 
can wear an alligator. You or 
the recipient of your gift will 
be very special with “The 
Frog.” Available in white 
($12.95), yellow, or blue ($13.95). 


(TS-1035).... $12.95, $13.95 
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DR DENTON S COURTESY OF DENTON SLEEP'NG GARM 


National Lampoon Tenth Anniversary 


Anthology, Deluxe Edition 


collection of the 

best material 
from the first ten 
years of National 
Lampoon. Elegantly 
hardbound for your 
library or coffee 
table, to read, to 


show off. 1ENTH AN AINERSARY 
(BO-1032)... $19.95 ©» STHOLOGY 


National Lampoon Tenth Anniversary 


Anthology Volume I 


P art One of a two- 
part series 
containing the very 
funniest National 
Lampoon material 
ever published. 


(BO-1033) .... $4.95 SY ANTHOLUG) 


National Lampoon Tenth Anniversary 


Anthology Volume II 


bviously Part 

Two of a two- 
volume series, 
containing the other 
half of the very best 
National Lampoon 
material ever 
published. 


(BO-1035) .... $4.95 


National Lampoon Presents 
Sex, Drugs, Rock ’n’ Roll, and 
the End of the World 


ational Lampoon's 

latest record album, 
featuring “Mr. Reagan's 
Neighborhood,” “Apoca- 
lypso Now,” and more. 


(A-1004)...$8.98 


National Lampoon’s Peekers 
and Other True Fact 


he latest special ee 

edition off the TA) 
NatLamp presses. 
Here's a collection of 
the most hilarious, 
honest-to-goodness 
True Facts ever 


collected. 

(Ee erences 
National Lampoon Black Sox Softball 
Jersey 
his good- 
appearing 


baseball jersey is a 
clean-made garment 
that is certain to give 
satisfaction. It is 

exactly the one worn 

by the famous 

National Lampoon 

Black Sox; yet it ' 
lacks the odor of use, 

as it is an entirely new 

product. 


(1S-1027) 


National Lampoon High School 


Yearbook Parody 


fj he most popular 
American book 
of parody ever 
published. A must 
for anyone who ever 
attended high 
school. 


LAMP @ON 


(BO-1007A) Deluxe Edition ......... $4.95 


National Lampoon Duffel Bag 


A canvas bag for your T-shirts, baseball 
mitt, and old National Lampoons. 


PIGMOSO) <revacweeereanaunens $13.95 


National Lampoon Foto Funnies 


f you love Foto 
Funnies, you'll 
want to give or keep 
this book of the best 

of that art ever 
published in the 
magazine, 


(BO-1034) 
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National Lampoon Hat 


ne of the most 

select novelties 
of the season, this 
hat is a strictly high- 
grade item and 
should not be 
confused with similar 
items of central- 
African manufacture. 
To own one of these 
is to own a hat. 


(TS-1032) 


National Lampoon Mona Gorilla T-shirt 
Since 1970, Mona Gorilla has represented 
National Lampoon. Only Mona has that 
gioconda smile. Identifies you or your giftee 
as a member of the literati.(TS-1019) $3.95 


National Lampoon “That's Not Funny, 


That's Sick” T-shirt The amusing shirt 
favored by actors and artistes involved in the 
touring theatrical production of the same 
name. Yet no one wearing this shirt will be 
ushered to poor seats in an eatery. (TS-1026) 
$4.95 


National Lampoon’s New Animal House 


Baseball Jersey For fans of the film, and a 
terrific shirt to boot! (TS-1031) $6.00 


National Lampoon Sunday Newspaper 


Parody The clearest example of fine drollery 
issued. A sequel to the High School Yearbook 
Parody, it resembles a small-town Sunday 
newspaper, the Dacron Republican-Democrat. 
Profusely illustrated. (BO-1021) $4.95 


National Lampoon’s Old-style Animal 


House Baseball Jersey [raditional-style 
Animal House baseball jersey. Comes 
complete and entire, with no difficult sleeves 
to assemble, and in sizes that fit all but the 
enormous or obese. (TS-1028) $6.00 


The Greatest Hits of the National 
Lampoon Chevy Chase, John Belushi, Bill 
Murray, and a basic field of superstars who 
used to be part of the Nat Lamp family, on 
record. (A-1002) $7.95 


National Lampoon’s Animal House Book 
Again, for fans of the film, Tells the whole 
story plus, and also has loads of photos and 
illustrations. From the biggest comedy of all 
time. (BO-1024) $2.95, Deluxe Edition $4.95 


That’s Not Funny, That’s Sick! Phonograph 


album that includes Bill Murray, Christopher 
Guest, and other great talents on wax. 
(A-1001) $6.95 


National Lampoon's Animal House T-shirt 
We have sold thousands of this very beautiful 
and finished garment. Shirt is durable and of 
superior value. Several worn one above the 
other give the illusion of physique and 
muscularity. (TS-1029) $4.95 


National Lampoon Sweatshirt Specially 
crafted so that you sweat and laugh at the 
same time. Available in navy with white 
lettering, white with red lettering, and gray 
with black lettering. (TS-1034) $12.95 


National Lampoon True Facts A lot of funny 
Stuff that actually happened, printed on smear- 
resistant shiny paper. (BO-1036) $2.95 


National Lampoon White Album Features 
the Perrier Junkie, Fartman, God, and other old 


favorites, with professionally produced music. 
(A-1003) $7.95 
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Give the gift of merchandise this Christmas. 


Please indicate what Vational Lampoon products you would like us to send for Christmas. 
Enclose check or money order. Place in envelope and send to: 

National Lampoon, Dept. NL 1282 

635 Madison Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022 


The Best of National Lampoon #5 1973 
and '74 were vintage years for the humor 
crop. Some of the great jokes in this fine 
volume are.only just now reaching the fullness 
of their maturity. (BO-1008) $2.50 


The Best of National Lampoon #7 Contains 
the best humor satire of the years 19/5 and 


76. Some of the guffaws in here have been NE scenes HALE Cie 

classified as sizable by men who build large 

ships. (BO-1014) $2.50 gy OY _______. Sar E___—__.4P 

li - a National Lam Son #5 Recently MY NAME IS_-_E_T«CAD DRESS 

published, this collection is held by professors 

and the cg to be the epitome of humor S __ | | i | 

collections. (BO-1025) $3.95 Circle items desired Circle one: 


National Lampoon Good Parts 


(A-1001) $6.95each (BN-1001) $4.50 each; (TS-1019) $3.95each § M L 
sic Mari ge Ra ig ae (A-1002) $7.95 each $8.00 for two; (TS-1028) $6.00each S M L 
everything you need to perform the natural (BO-1021) $4.95 each $10.50 for three (TS-1029) $4.95 each S M L 
functions, with the excention of tailetries. (BO-1007A) $4.95 each (BN-1003) (BN-1004) (TS-1026) $4.95 each S M L 
(BO-1026) $3.95 (BO-1030) $4.95 each (BN-1005) (BN-1006) = (TS-1027) $6.00each S M L 
pai i (BO-1038) $2.95each (BN-1007) (BN-1008)  (TS-1030) $29.95 each S M_ L 
The Very Large Book of Comical Funnies (BO-1024) $2.95 each; (BN-1009) (BN-1010) — (TS-1031) $6.00each S M L 
A hundred and a lot of odd pages of comics. Deluxe Edition $20.00 each (TS-1032) $5.95 each 
Very funny comics. (BO-1011) $2.50 $4.95 each (BO-1032) $19.95 each (TS-1033) $13.95 each 
Cartoons Even We Wouldn't Dare Print at a) aye each = (1S-1034) $12.95 each S M L XL 
The most complete and authentic collection (BO-1008) (BO-1034) $2.95 each olor: ___ 
of diverse Aiieartiics scatologies, misogynies, (BO-1011) $2.50 each — (BO-1035) $4.95 each — (TS-10355) $12.95 each (white) S M_ L 
etc., ever released. (BO-1030) $4.95 (BO-1025) $3.95 each — (BO-1036) $2.95 each $13.95 each (blue) § M_L 


(BO-1026) $3.95 each (A103) $7.95 each mune ML 


National Lampoon Binders (Viny! binders (A-1004) $7.95 each 


with metal rods) (BN-1001) $4.50 each, 
$8.00 for two, $10.50 for three. 


National Lampoon Case Binder (CB-1001) 
$5.95 each. 


National Lampoon Binder (BN-1003) with 
all twelve issues from 1975. $20.00 each. 


National Lampoon Binder (BN-1004) with 
all twelve issues from.19/76, $20.00 each. 


National Lampoon Binder (BN-1005) with 
all twelve issues from 1977. $20.00 cach. 


National Lampoon Binder (BN-1OO6) with 
all twelve issues from 1978, $20.00 each. 


National Lampoon Binder (BN 1007) with 
all twelve issues frornm 1979. $20.00 each. 


Please enclose $1.50 for postage and handling for each order under $5.00 and $2.00 for 
orders over $5.00. New York State residents, please add 8Y% percent sales tax. 


es ee ee ee ee ee ee en ee en ee ee ee ee ee ee ee en ee ee ee ee ee ee 
Redistribute the humor with. a gift subscription. 


Please read the gift coupon carefully and fill itout according to the directions. If you want 
to send more than one gift subscription, please type or print the information and send it 
along with the coupon and the required payment. As soon-as we get your order, the 
recipient(s) of your gift will get a Christmas card from the National Lampoon telling them 
that you have sent them a gift subscription. Soon after, they'll get their first copy of the 
magazine. 


TO: National Lampoon Gifts, Dept. NL 1282, 635 Madison Ave., New York, 
N.Y. 10022. Please send the National Lampoon subscription indicated to: 


National Lampoon Binder (BN-1008) with NAME ADDRESS 
all twelve issues from 1980. $20.00 each. CITY STATE ZIP 
National Lampoon Binder (BN-1009) with : ee 
all twelve issues from 1981. $20.00 each. MY NAME IS —____ —— ADDRESS —_—_—— 
National Lampoon Binder (BN-1010) with CITY _ STATE - ZIP 
all twelve issues from 1982. $20.00 each. 
“ Enclosed is my L) check () money order for $ in payment for: 
[| One-year subscription to National Lampoon. ...... 2... 6666 eee eee $9.95 
() Two-year subscription to National Lampoon ............00+.000eeeeeeeee $13.75 


C) Three-year subscription to National Lampoon .......¢.eeeeeeeeeeeeeeees 918,50 
For on subscriptions to Canada, Mexico, and all other foreign countries, please add $5.00 
per order, 
lf you have any special message you would like to send, please include it on a separate 
Nese of paper attached to this coupon. 
f you wish to send additional National Lampoon subscriptions, please include your order 
on a separate piece of paper attached to this coupon. 
oo ee eee ees ee ee ee ee es ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee) es ee ee ee ee ee ee ee es 


A subscription for yourself? Nothing could be easier. 


Yes, I want to take advantage of this offer now. Send me a subscription. 
Here’s my check or money order, payable to: National Lampoon, 
Dept. NL1282, 635 Madison Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022. 


C) One-year subscription ....... ++ $9.95 
| | Two-year subscription ........ $13.75 
_) Three-year subscription. ...... $18.50 


For each year, add $5.00 for Canada, Mexico, and other foreign countries. 
All checks must be payable within continental U.S. or Canada. 


A —_—_————————— 
(please print) 
ADDRESS 
Ee aE. | 
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Settle down with a good 
novel as exciting as life 
itself—and perhaps even 
| a little less so. 

by John Howe 


you, the woman 


f by the vicarious isquict 


larry in the down-to-earth environs of 
sensible young women and_their well- 
mannered boyfriends, in locales where 
common sense and clear thinking 
struggle against others lack of consid- 
erauion. Here are places teeming with 
| events and circumstances, ageravalion 
and carelessness, motives and assump- 
LIONS, regions where the most basic 


human desires can evolve into a differ- | 


ence of opinion, 


The heroine of each Household | 


Romance ts a gif just like vou, a girl 
| surging with a cross section of recurring 
emotions, a girl whose star-crossed des- | 


tiny leads her into the nether world of | 


Anne 


EAREST READER: ITISFOR | 
ratified — | 


of romantic literature, that — 
Reality Books publishes 
novels in which your imagination can — 


- 


Reality Books’ 
Household 


Romances 


| opinionated men ~and loquacious 
escorts. | 

All Household™ books are based on 
actual experiences, much like the kind 
you have on occasion, On virtually 


every page you'll relive moments from 
your past that will seem as plausible 
now as when they took pace Every 
time you pick up a Rea ily House- 
hald™ Romance you'll experience life 
in the safety of your own mind, know- 
ing that this is the kind of love that’s 
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hard to find just anywhere. Our books 
let you glimpse what can happen be- 
tween vehement men and women 
congregating in neighborhoods like 
yours. working in air-conditioned of- 
fices, swimming off restricted beaches 
in other states, and more. 

Household™ Romance authors ut-— 
lize hundreds of paragraphs printed 
onto scores of individually numbered 
pages to show you everything in the 
orld you know about love and life, See 
if you don't agree after reading the fol- 
lowing excerpt from this month’ Main 
Selection, The Teeth of His Smile, by 
Helen Flop: 


Carry knelt next to the sofa-and exam- 
ined the hole in ws arm with his keen 
Iwenty-[wenly VISION, 

“This’ ll only lake a few minutes to fix. 
Janet” hé said. “Burns in vinyl-covered fur- 
nittire are not the problem they once were, 
thanks lo years of expensive |: aboratory 
research by college-educated scientists.” 

“I'm 80 pleased lo hear you say that. 
Larry.” she rephed, br ushing away a lump 
ofearwax that had lodged in her hair. 

He look a bottle of green fluid from his 
bricfease and poured some of it inte the 
hole. 

“Its deeper than I thought. but don’t 
worry.” he sald, smiling. 

As she watched his professionally 
trained mind move his hands and fingers in 
swifl repairing actions. her pulse quickened 
lo seventy-four beats per minute, rushing 
life-giving oxygen to her brain and other 
vital organs. while taking away waste prod- 
ucts and carbon dioxide, 

“You must derive enormous satisfaction 
from your work? Janet said, and moved 
closer to the sola. 

“Theres more to it than that” he said. 
applying a hot iron to the damaged arm. 
“Naturally, there's the money—ten, twenty, 
sometimes thirty dollars a day in my spare | 
Ne 

He rose to his feet, stepping back a few 
Neer 10 examine his work. “Not a bad job, 
_ Td say, What do you think?” he asked. 
» pointin 2 lo the red plastic arm, Janet picked 

up her glasses from the coffee table and 


(Ul A cr ON PAGE 31) 


Hlasirations Mark Preah 
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Letters 


(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 10) 
Sirs: 

| want to know if anyone ever really 
has the total tastelessness to buy any of 
the products advertised in the National 
Lampoon Unclassifieds section. In par- 
ticular, those abominable and totally so- 
cially unacceptable T-shirts with 
messages such as “Bend Over, I'll 
Drive,’ “No Teenie Weenies.” or “In 
Outer Space Nobody Can Hear You 
Fart?” The reason | need to know is | 
was thinking of including them in a 
show of contemporary American cloth- 
ing at the Metropolitan Muscum. But 


only if people really do wear them. If 


they do, I’d like the one that says “No 

Teenie Weenies:” But don't send it to the 

museum. I can handle it. Just send it to 
me, at the Dakota. 

Diana Vreeland 

New York City 


Sirs: 

We know that the Red Brigades and 
the PLO and the IRA try to claim credit 
for all the bombings and kidnappings, 
but it’s really us. We’ve done them all. 
We haven't bothered to speak up before 
because we really don’t seek publicity, 
but it’s important, we feel, to set the 
record straight. 

Delaware Secessionists 
Dover, Del. 


Sus: 

I bought one of those bizarre local 
sex weeklies and saw an ad in which 
someone said they would pay a hun- 
dred dollars to anyone who would shit 
on them. I guess 'm pretty lucky then, 
because I get shit on every day and 
never have to pay for it. 

Bud Charles 
Miami, Fla. 


Sirs: 
You don’t even want to know what 
we put in our French Dip sandwiches. 
The French Dips 


France 


Sirs: 

You know those nonstick Teflon pots 
and pans, and how after a few weeks 
they lose their ‘Teflon coating and then 
everything sticks to the bottom and 
burns? Well, do you know where all that 
Teflon is going? T'll give you a number 
of hints. Your wife’s tits are very firm 
lately, you have an erection that won't 
20 away, and you're both constipated as 
hell 

Jim Cacciatore 
Altoona, Pa. 
(CONTINUED ON PAGE 94) 


There's a race of men that don’t fit in, 
A race that can’t stay still; 

So they break the hearts of kith and kin, 
And they roam the world at will. 


Robert Service® 
The Men That Don't Fil in 


‘> 
> 


Lal 


A one hundred proof potency that 
simmers just below the surface. Yet, so 
smooth and flavorful, it’s unlike any 
Canadian liquor you've ever tasted. 
Straight, mixed, or on the rocks, 
Yukon Jack is truly a spirit unto itself. 


100 Proof Imported Liqueur 
made with Blended Canadian Whisky. 


Yukon Jack. Imported and Bottled by Heublein Inc., Hartford, Conn. Sole Agents U.S.A? © 1907 Dodd, Mead & Co., Inc. 
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LIGHTS: 8 mg. “tar, 0.7 ma. niconne av. pet giqarente, FS Reson DEC. 8), 
FILTERS: 15 mg."tar’, 1.1 my. nicotine ay. per cigarette by FTC method. 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined Experience the 
That Cigarette Smoking ls Dangerous to Your Health. Camel taste in Lights and Filters. 


| Reality Books 


(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 
examined the patch for several seconds. 

“This is simply amazing.” she said finally. 
“It looks as good as new No, wail a minute, 
| that’s not quite right: it looks bener than 
new. You really know vour business, Larry,” 
Hereyes were gleaming with respect. 

“Thank you. To tell the truth, though, 
ve been taking a correspondence course 
that will soon put me into an entirely differ- 
ent field. one that’s even more lucrative” He 
| screwed the cap onto the bottle of green 
plastic and returned it to his vinyl-covered 
vinyl-products briefcase. 

“You must tell me all about it? she sated, 
thinking to herself how industrious a man 
he seemed. She guessed that he put in fif- 
teen or twenty hours of overtime cach 
week, 

“Electrolysis” he said. wiping his hands 
| on his plastic-stained trousers. “Unwanted 
hair permanently removed in the privacy of 
one’s own home! He walked over next to 
her pointed ta her upper lip. and said, “For 
instance, this litte mustache of yours could 
be whisked off in a couple of minutes. Just 
think of it. no more depilatories? 

“Notever?” she said. “Is that a fact?” 

“Absolutely. And you'd be amazed how 
much that could improve your ap- 
pearance? 

“Really?” 


18) 


ONCE YOU'VE STEPPED INTO THE 
nonordinary demiworld of House- 


experienced at twice the speed of time. 
abe want to return again and again. 

hat’s no problem. Each month. we 
publish a half dozen Alternate Sclec- 
lions that are sure to garner your alten- 
tion. Take a look at this rundown on the 
latest titles: 


Giggles of Desire, by Marion Crux. 
Henry, the new man at Hanson's ga- 
| rage, said he couldn't fix the clock in 
Janes Studebaker. Then, suddenly, he 
calls. saying he's found the right escape- 
ment and can give hera ee price on a 
set of radial tires. Should she take one 
| more chance? Or can her car pass 
inspection without them? 


Okay Kisses, by Lurlene Ula. At her 
high-school reunion, Mary meets Tom, 
a dropout masquerading as an edu- 


can of peanuts. “They're imported?’ he 


assured her, But when she unscrewed 
the cap, without warning a large coiled 
yar jumped out, startling her a great 

eal. Can she tear herself away from his 


facetious passions in time to avoid the | 


_ dribble glass? And where are his mail- 
_ order X-ray specs? 


EEE 


Suds and Lace, by Carla Orp. Betsy had 
everything a woman could want: high- 


heel shoes, panty hose, a digital watch, | 


candy—everything but a man, and a 
remote-control Betamax, 


You're Nice, Too, by Felice Ourreé. Jill's 
quiet side was attracted to one man; her 
peaceful half was disposed toward 
another, Would she choose Harold, the 
nice-looking one with the affable dispo- 
sition and the ibe job, or Hank, the 
man with the pleasant appearance, the 
amiable personality, and the decent 
income? 


Enchanted Civility, by Loretta Juice. 
When Tony asks Alice if she wants a 
ride home from the company picnic, 
she says yes, but only if he can drop her 
off first. “But, that would mean taking 


John and Flo well out of their way,” he - 
says. “Nat if you take Route 7 and turn © 


left after the bridge instead of going 
straight” she replies. Share their ner- 
vousness as they seck out reliable direc- 
ions and a good road map. 


} . AND WHEN YOU'VE READ THOSE, YOU 
hold™ Romances, a world of half-lives — 


= 


| cated person, She urges him to enroll in 


a home-study program to earn an 
equivalency diploma, and he does. Still, 
| she wonders if he’s the cheating kind. 
Will he ask her to help him with his 
finals? 


The Hickey, by Cissy Flounce, Dot sus- 


- pected nothing when Bob offered her a 


can start on our backlist: 


Zero Sum Love 

How Thoughtful 
fantamount to Something 
Concrete Amour 

This Cordial Feeling 


Without Rudeness 
Jane Doe, Medicaid Recipient 
No Checks, Please 
The Girl Without Acne 
Huh? 
Her Pleasant Personality 
Egress to Surrender 
Rebate in Shadows 
Buckets of Felicity 
Garden of Endorsements 
Respect for Insurance 
Stand By for Smooching 
Shut-in’s Rendezvous 
Love Glut 
Lips, Let’ Go 
Night Train ta Emotion 
splat of Sentiment 

etromantic Kespite 

Matrimonial Override 


How do we know you'll be contented 
with every Household’ Romance? 
Because you write and tell us. Just listen! 


“Time passes so quickly when I read a 
Bousehol d'™ Romance—one moment 
mutating into another, cloning itself into | 
reality, unraveling toward some unborn 
instant, until, suddenly, its much later 
than it used to be."—Miss K.W, Yeah, 
N.H. 


“LT love them, They never run short of oc- | 
currences before the last chapter’ —Miss 
R.J., Bullett, NJ. 


“As soon as TI finish a sentence, I can 
hardly wait to start reading the next 
one. —Mrs. L.B., Pulp, N.D, 


“The words seem to practically leap off 
the page, passing throu gh my corned, 
onto the retina, and up the optic nerve to | 
my brain, which decodes them,”—Miss 
A.L., Nap, Cal. m 
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Mischief 


On Canadian democracy, 
environmental protection, 
international pipelines, 

and raccoon doo-doo. 
by Charley Gordon 


FURTHER SELECTION 
from our continuing series 
of extracts from the pro- 
ceedings of the Canadian 
House of Commons 
(CAN-PARL), brought to you through 
the facilities of the Canadian Informa- 
tion Department (INFO-CAN) and the 
Office of Canadian Intelligence (O- 
CAN-IT). 


ORAL QUESTION PERIOD 
ENVIRONMENT 


RACCOON DROPPINGS—POSSIBLE 
HEALTH HAZARD 


Mr Pierre St. Pierre (Central East 
Centre); Mr. Speaker, my question ts for 
the minister of the environment, and it 
concerns a health hazard of which we 

| have been made aware in this morning's 
newspapers—to wit, the alleged pres- 


CANADA 


House of Commons Debates 


VOLUME 1240 -* “NUMBER 395 = Is? SESSION * = 32nd PARLIAMENT | 


—_——_ _ — —<$<— 


= 


ence of raccoon droppings in maple 
syrup containers available at many su- 
permarkets. Is the minister aware of this 
apparent problem, and what is he going 
to do about it? 

Hon. Dugald McDugald (Minister of 
the Environment): Mr. Speaker, | would 
assure my hon. friend that the news- 
paper reports to which he refers have 
greatly exaggerated the situation. There 
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is absolutely no problem whatsoever, 
and I have instructed my officials to fix 
it up immediately. 

Mir St. Pierre: A supplementary, Mr. 
Speaker, The minister would have us 
believe that there is no health hazard, 
yet he admits that his officials are fixing 
it. How can they be fixing a problem 
that he says does not exist? 

An hon. Member: Nyaah. nyaah! 

Mr. McDugald: Mr. Speaker, the 
hon, friend of my hon, Iriend says, 
“Nyaah, nyaah!” | think that is typical 
of the level of debate we have come to 
expect from his pa I would say this to 
the hon. member: Nyaah, nyaah! your- 
self. | would add that | would sooner 
eat the maple syrup from my home 
province, raccoon doo-doo or no rac- 
coon doo-doo, than drink the horse 
yee-pee that passes for wine from the 

on. member's region. 

Anhon, Member: Shame! 

Mr. St. Pierre: Shame is right. Mr. 
Speaker. That is the trouble with this 
xovernment. It ignores the real prob- 
ems of this country, such as raccoon 
doo-doo in the maple syrup, and tries to 
focus the attention of the people of 
Canada on spurious and totally false 
problems such as— 

Mr. Speaker: Order, Will the hon. 
member proceed with his question? 

Mr. St. Pierre: Thank you, Mr. 
Speaker. My question is this: Will the 
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you'll never go b 


lf you think Earth, Wind andl Fire sounds Spectacular in 
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You llfind Ambience Sound in 
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| minister assure this House and con- 
cerned Canadians that they will be able, 
now and in the future, to partake, with 
impunity and with complete safety, of 
their pancakes without fear of lethal 
contamination brought about by the 
me of this government? 

r McDugald: Mr. Speaker, I be- 
lieve | have already answered that. 
* -« * 

EXTERNAL AFFAIRS 
CANADIANS LOST AT SEA 


Mr. Reilly O'Reilly (North Toronto 
East): Mr. Speaker, I would like to ad- 
dress my question to the secretary of 
state for external affairs, if he is in the 
House and not off on some freeloading, 
| booze-soaked junket to the Communis- 

tic fleshpots of some licentious den of 
perverted— 

Mr Speaker: Docs the hon. member 
have a pec a 

Mr. 
question is for the secretary of state for 
| external affairs, ifhe is in the House and 
not off on some freeloading. booze- 
soaked— 

Mer Speaker: Order! 

Some hon. Members: Oh-oh! 

Mr. O'Reilly: 


the House if his department has been 


| able to locate the three Canadians who | 


are said ta be paissil after their plea- 
sure boat was tragically lost off the coast 
of Flonda? 
| ranstation| 

Mr. Jacques St. Jacques (Parlia- 


"Reilly: Yes, Mr. Speaker. My | 


den of perverted | 
wickedness. Can the minister inform | 


State for External Affairs): Mr. 
Speaker, in the absence of the hon. sec- 
retary of state for external affairs, | want 
to tell the House that officials in my 
department are making every effort to 
locate the three pleasure-boaters who 
have been so tragically lost. | can 
inform the hon. member that, through 
the cooperation of American authori- 
ties, the belongings of the Canadian 
pleasure-boaters have been found. I 
understand that some of these belong- 
ings have been burned by the U.S. 
Coast Guard, 

Some hon. Members: Hear, hear! 

Anhon. Member: Far out. 

Mr St. Jacques: My officials are con- 
fident that in due lime, these Canadian 
pleasure-boaters will be located and 
returned safely to their homeland, per- 
haps in two to five years. 

ue He He 


HEALTH AND WELFARE 


SUGGESTED MEASURES IN THE 
DIRECTION OF EVENTUAL 
IMPLEMENTATION OF POLICIES 
ORIENTED TO THE GRADUAL 
ADOPTION OF PROGRAMS GEAREDTO 
THE ESTABLISHMENT OF 
GUARANTEED ANNUAL INCOME 
SUPPLEMENT INDEXING MEASURING 
AND ASSESSMENT STANDARDS 


| English) 

Mir. McDonald MeDonald (West 
North ‘loronto East): Mr. Speaker, will 
the minister of health set up a guaran- 
teed income? 


GOOD MORNING SPECIALS 


rd 
[OSCIGARETTES 


— ANY sTyLe: 


344.0 December 1982 


MS Of-patoTLD 


mentary Secretary to the Secretary of 


Hon. Nicholas St. Nicholas (Min- 
ister of Health): No. 


ENERGY 


ICE PIPELINE—LEGISLATIVE 
TIMETABLE 


Mr. Ookpik McOokpik (North- 
North North Centre): Mr. Speaker, my 
uestion is for the minister of energy. 
‘ill he confirm that his government 1s 
planning to export enormous quantities 
of Canada’s precious ice by pipeline to 
the United States for use in American 
martinis on the rocks and American 
mint juleps? 

Hon. Humpty McDumpty (Minister 
of Energy): Mr. Speaker, that is an 
hypothetical question, and I am not in 
the habit of answering hypothetical 
questions, nor is any member of this 

overnment in the habit of answering 
nypothetical questions, and | won't an- 
swer this hypothetical question on the 
rounds that is an hypothetical ques- 
tion. Ha-ha. 

An hon, Member: Ha-ha. 

Some hon. Members: Ha-ha. 

Some other hon, Members; Oh-oh. 

An hon. baby: Goo-goo. | 

Mr. MeOokpik: Mr, Speaker, that is 
not good enough for the people of 
Canada] have been informed that the 
government is preparing legislation 
enabling it to explode glaciers and 
export the resultant ice cubes by pipe- 
line to the United, States and perhaps | 
even the Soviet Union. 

Some hon. Members: Oh-oh. 

Mr. MeOokpik: That would be a 
tragedy, pace. a stain upon our 
national honor, a blot upon our national 
escutcheon, placing in jeopardy our 
national survival and especially our 
national iced tea, My question for the | 
minister is this: Will the minister con- 
firm that his government plans to intro- 
duce legislation calling for the export of 
this precious clement of our nation’s 
precious heritage? 

Mr. McDumpty: Mr. Speaker, as the 
hon. member is well aware, it has never 
been the intention of this government to 
threaten any part of our country’ vital 
resources or in other ways endanger or 
prejudice significant aspects of future 
wealth or assets. It must be remembered 
that balance-of-payments consid- 
erations, however, cannot always be 
eliminated from the thinking or other 
deliberations on the part of the man- | 
agers of our country’s tangible materi- 
als, thereby obviating, perhaps, the 
necessity for extreme or radical con- 
servalion strategies or deliberations. | 
hope that this has set the hon. gentle- 
man's mind at rest, Mr. Speaker. 
Anhon. Member: When's lunch? =m 
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ETERFISH WASTRYING 
to cook an egg in 
his toaster-oven. He 
cracked the egg onto a 
slice of bread and slid 
‘the resultinto,the ma- 
chine, Peter hoped by 
this means to shave a 
minute or two off his 
breakfast prep time. 
This would give him a 
couple of extra min- 
utes with the Daily 
Racing Form, and a couple of minutes’ 
handicapping time can really make a 
difference in one’s wad diameter. Or so 
Peter Fish thought. Anyway, the egg 
pete didn’t seem to be working out. 

he white of the egg ran off the edges of 
the bread and dripped onto the radiant 
metal below, creating a measure of 
grayish smoke and a wet old dog of a 
stench. 

“I guess what I’ve encountered here 
are the physical limitations. There 
comes a pout in speed breakfast prepa- 
ration where additional effort is super- 
fluous. kind of a Newtonian sort of 
barrier that can't be broken, and ['m 
just pushing right up against it” Peter 
Fish unplugged the toaster-oven, talk- 
ing to himself, and he heard his door- 
bell ring. 

Be mibino Dragonetti stood outside 
Fish’s door, tapping his fat forefinger 
absentmindedly on the horseplayer’s 
doorbell. Dragonetti was a soldier. If he 
had been in the real army, his rank 
would have been colonel. He wasn’t in 
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“We went sort of southeast for a while, and then we went east, and then we went 
north, and then we went west, and then we went south, and then we went east, 
and then we went north, and then we went west, and then we went south, 
and then we went east, and then...’ So spake Peter Fish, owner of U-328. 
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the real army. He worked for Tony the 
Seahorse, who could have been in the 
Guinness Book of World Records as the 
world’s oldest and most vicious gang- 
ster, except that Tony the Seahorse did 
not seek that sort of attention. It was 
precisely the sort of thing that would 
upset Tony the Seahorse, and bad 
things fe eae to people who upset 
Tony, like being melted or debarked and 
milled. Tony the Seahorse liked Super- 
man comics and sometimes he would 
say, “Send that guy to the fuckin’ Phan- 
tom Zone.’ After that, anything could 
bas rots 

eter Fish silently and cautiously 
clicked open the peephole in his door 
and saw Bambino Dragonetti standing 
outside. The soldier looked uncon- 
cerned, with a look on his face as if he 
might be whistling or something. 

“Bambino Dragonetti? thought Fish, 
“has come here to kill me. I can either 
open the door and get shot like a man 
or I can pretend I'm not home and 
spend the remainder of my brief life in 
perpetual terror. Well. even a short ner- 
vous, anxious life is better than being 
completely dead...” | 

“Hey, Fish? said Dragonetti in a nor- 
mal speaking voice. “I know you're in 


there. | saw your iris in the peephole. 


Open up. I’m not going to kill you” 


“Oh, no} said Peter Fish in precisely 


the same tone. “I’m not going to open 
up. Dragonetti. | know day ou would 
say you weren't going to kill me and 
then when I opened the door you'd just 
shoot me anyway. Isn't that the truth?” 

“Well, that is true. Mr, Fish. Very well 
thought out too. You know how you. 
can tell I’m not going to shoot you? You 
wanttoknow?” | 

“I'd like to know. But it better be log- 
ical or I’m not opening the door” said 
Peter Fish. | 

“Well. you see. if | wanted to, I could 
shoot you right through the door. A 
door like yours. Mr, Fish. offers very 
little resistance to a nine-millimeter slug. 
It's just a hollow. standard-sized door 
blank, Mr. Fish. A door like yours is 
really a joke. I say that with all due re- 
spect. | mean. | know you didn’t pick it 
out yourself? 

Peter Fish opened the door. “Come 
in’ he said. 

“This V-8 is a very good juice. Better 
than tomato juice? said the enormous 
killer, sitting on Peter’s couch. He sipped 
his drink thoughtfully. “I can’t really 
taste the celery juice in it, though. | 
guess I just don’t have a very good 
tongue. Sull, | like to know its there. 
That celery juice is supposed to work 
wonders on certain parts of your 
health? 

“Yes.” said Peter Fish agreeably. 

“Well, I guess I better get to the point. 
Mr. Fish. 1 don’t want to waste your 


|| time. know you've got a lovof handi- 


passenger cruise. 


capping to do before the first race?” 
Dragonetti paused thoughtfully. “Tony 
the Seahoiie i dying, Mr. Fish? The 
soldier raised his hand to silence Peter. 
“Please, no regrets. He has had a long 
life and a successful one and has en- 
joyed the fruits of his labors far beyond 
the term allotted most men. Now as he 
stands upon the brink of the eternal he 
looks back over his life and sees some- 
thing that bothers him. He sees your 
Uncle Flounder Fish. 

“Tony the Seahorse says he should 
not have had your relative Flounder 
whacked out. He would like to make it 
up to you somehow. So, being a prac- 
tical man, he has decided to leave you a 
bequest in his will. Rather than flowers 
or something. Tony the Seahorse really 
regrets having your uncle whacked out 
and he wants to make his peace with 
you. He wants you to forgive him. Will 
you do that. Mr. Fish? It would make 
an extremely dangerous old man very 
happy: 

“Sure? said Peter, “anything he 
wants, Bambino. But, listen. you know, 
my Uncle Flounder isn’t dead. Hell, last 
week he conned the doorman out of the 
key to my apartment here, got in, and 
stole my coffee maker. I know it was 


him. He never flushed the toilet. That’s 
his trademark? 

“Yeah, well, you and [ know your 
uncle is alive. and I personally feel very 
sorry for you. But Tony the Seahorse, he 
has no idea that your uncle is still alive. 
None whatsoever?” 

“Well? said Peter tentatively, “don’t 
you think somebody should try to ex- 
plain to...to your employer that he’s 
making a mistake?” 

The gargantuan murderer hesitated. 
“Well. we thought about that, Mr. Fish. 
We eat) eave the notion a lot of 
thought. We decided it was a terrible 
idea’ 

“Really?” 

“Really, Mr. Fish. An absolutely in- 
sane idea.” 

*T9e6..5° | 

The mobster glanced at his wrist- 
watch. “Well, I’ve got some other family 
matters to attend to, Mr. Fish. so I'll be 
Off now. You'll hear from Tony's execu- 
tor in a few days. A week, at most” 

Peter Fish followed the organized 
criminal out of his apartment. He rode 
down in the elevator with a heavily per- 
fumed. middle-aged woman and her 
small dog. The dog kept chewing and 
pene at his shoelaces. “It's the smell. 

our foot smell? explained the woman. 
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“Submarining really makes for hearty appetites. I doubt whether our passen- 


gers would have been able to eat frankfurter-and-ketchup pancakes If this were. 


not the case,’ suggested Peter Fish, the entrepreneur behind the U-328 cruise. 
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OOK, GENE.” SAID FISH 
to his doorman, “I am 
about to go to midtown 
Manhattan. That is an 
area up around Thirty- 
fifth Street, Gene. I am 
not going to steal yacht- 
ing magazines from den- 
tists. offices, Gene. | am 
oing to the reading of 
ony the Seahorse’s will. | 
am a beneficiary, Gene” 

“Gee, that’s great, 
Peter. Do you think he left you 
anything?” 

“Yes. Yes. he did. Now, Gene. Now, as 
I am soon to be a man of increased 
standing and position, | want you to do 
me a favor? 

“Anything you say, Mr. Fish. You’re 
the tenant” 

“I want you to sop Bn the key to 
my apartment to my Uncle Flounder in 
exchange for a twenty. Got it?” 

“Sure, Mr. Fish, sure. Its just. he is 
your uncle and he always has a good 
story. you know? Last time he said it 
was an emergency to do with puppies 
ordered by you. You know I don't like to 
take no chances where puppies are 
concerned? 

“Gene?” said Peter Fish, “you like to 
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take twenties” “~~ | 

“He won't get in again, Mr. Fish. You 
can take that as a promise from me? 

Peter pulled a twenty from his pocket 
and gave it to the doorman. 

The brass plate on the attorney’s desk 
was a long one, running almost half the 
way across the mousy. balding man’s 
desk. It read: Arthur Myles Hertzog K. 
Villanueve CLXIV. The lawyer ges- 
tured in explanation at the nameplate. 
“T am the one hundred and sixty-fourth 
member of my family to bear that 
name.” i 

“No kidding?” said Peter Fish as the 
lawyer sat down on the opposite side of 
the desk. 

Arthur Myles Hertzog K. Villanueve 
CLXIV cleared his throat. “In view of 
the rather unusual nature of the 
bequest, I think I had better tell you a 
little bit about how it came about. 

“At the end of World War Two, Ad- 
miral Doenitz ordered the remnants 
of the submarine fleet of the Third 
Reich to surrender to the British. The 
U-ficet was ordered scuttled by the Brit- 
ish Admiralty. and, by and large, this 
order was carried oul. 

“In one case it was not carried out. by 
and large. or at all. The naval officer in 
charge of U-328 and U-422 was in se- 


rious financial difficulties as a result of 
rash wagering practices, In order to dis- 
charge his obligations he was persuaded 
to turn over command of both sub- 
marines to Mr. Trethewy’s associates?” 

“Mr. Irethewy?” said Fish, startled. 

“Tony the Seahorse?’ nodded the 
attorney. 

“Pm SOrTy, I always just assumed that 
he was a guinea, I mean an Italian” 

“No. Mr. Trethewy came from a 
landed English family. They still have 
their scat in Kent. From earliest child- 
hood it was his ambition to become a 
powerful mobster. He succeeded. 

“Mr. Trethewy acquired the two U- 
boats on the strength of a rumor he had 
heard, a rumor that suggested that Pro- 
hibition was about to be reintroduced in 
America. He planned to employ the 
vessels to transport spirits across the At- 
lantic Ocean from Scotland to his sub- 
marine pens in New Jersey. As we know, 
the Volstead Act was not reintroduced, 
which was ese ay irritating to Mr. 
Trethewy. He traced the rumor to its 
source, which proved to be your uncle, 
Mr. Flounder Fish 

“That was when he ordered your 
uncle...um...um..”” 

“Whacked out? suggested Peter Fish 
helpfully. 

The soldier charged with execut- 
ing...um,..Mr. ‘Irethewy’s (orders ap- 
parently misheard him and; thinking 

Ar. Trethewy had said ‘Founder Fish: 
eliminated the man in charge of the 
‘Fulton, Street fish market. By the time 
the error was discovered it was deemed 
imprudent to inform Mr. Trethewy, 
who had a very peppery temper. 

“Some years later Mr. Trethewy came 
to deeply regret his actions regarding 
your uncle. He found late-night cruises 
on the subs pleasantly relaxing and en- 
joyed the power that owning them gave 
uum over some of his colleagues, in par- 
ticular those who rode the Staten Island 
Ferry...if you catch my drift. 

“For these reasons Mr. Trethewy has 
left you his submarines, their pen, and 
the land upon which it sits. He did not 
leave you ante toward their main- 
tenance. You will have to worry about 
that yourself. Now, would you be so 
Kind as to sign these documents?” 

“Two subs. Two goddamn U-boats! 
Guy thinks he kills my uncle and he 
leaves me two goddamn U-boats. What 
the hell am I gonna do with two U- 
boats?” Peter drove toward the Jersey 
shore, where his boats were penned. In 
the pocket of his loud, bagged-out sport 
jacket rested a bulge that felt pleasantly 
like a pimp-sized wad of bills but was 
sadly the title to all that remained of the 
once mighty underwater navy of the 
Third Reich, 

“Shit? said Peter. He pulled off the 
road into the driveway to the sub pens. 
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He stopped in front of a high, chain- 
link gate topped with barbed wire, got 
out, and unlocked it with a key given 
him by Tony the Seahorse’s attorney. 
Then he drove on down the gravel lane 
to the hangarlike structures at the 
water's edge. 


ETER JUMPED FROM 
the cement dock side 
of the pen onto the 
hull of U-422. He 
landed with a hollow 
boom, almost lost his 
balance, and recovy- 
ered. He walked for- 
ward to the bow and 
was tugging at some 
canvas, trying to get a 
look underneath at 
what he assumed was 
some kind of cannon. He heard a voice 
from behind him. 

Raa cee You in the idiot sport 
jacket! What the hell you doing here?” 

Peter looked across and saw a black 
man with a rag tied around his head 
peering angrily at him from the con 
tower of U-328. “I should think you 
would know better than to meddle in 
S.S. business, you stupid Schwarze, 
Your precious 
the Reich: he is finished. | am in Com- 
mand here now.” said Peter. | 


“Look. you goddamn loony,’ the 


black man said. “these are top-secret 
American intelligence submarines, 
which no one alive is Supposed to know 


about, according to the president him= 


self. | don’t know how you got in here, 
but if you don’t get the hell out right 
now, I’m going to call the chief of the 
CIA and the FBI, who's having his 
lunch downstairs. and he'll hook up 
batteries to your head so you don't re- 
member nothin’ and all you'll have are 
two burnt patches where your ears used 
to be? 

“I was under the impression?’ said 
Peter Fish, “that these were Tony the 
Seahorse’s subs, which he left me in his 
will. If they are really secret U.S. subs. 
well, maybe | got the wrong submarine 
pen. Is there another one down the 
road, do you know?” 

“Just a minute” said the black man, 
and ducked down. He reemerged wear- 
ing a greasy captain's hat in place of the 
greasy rag and made his way over to the 
deck “of U-422. leaping aboard with a 
nimbleness Peter envied. “I suppose 
you can prove what you say?” 

Peter produced the enormous wad of 
documents given him by the lawyer. 

“Well, 1 guess this is all right. You are 
an important man of respect, sit?” asked 
the black man. 

“No, I’m a gambler. A horse gam- 
bler. Peter Fish. Who are you?” 


“Carl Polk, Captain Carl Polk, com- 


oenitz is a traitor to” 


manding U-328 and U-422. I’m also 
chief engineer.” 

“Well, tell me, Captain, what kind of 
shape are my boats in?” 

“Well, sir, overall? said the captain, 
“they are in good shape. I just put all 
new seals and gaskets in 328, but 422’s a 
different story. We got a missing rear 
elevator and it’s damn hard to get parts 
these days, so I gotta fabricate, and, 
well, I've had my hands full with the 
work on 328. Doesn't she look great?” 

Peter Fish looked over at the U-boat, 
noting the German naval ensign hang- 
ing limply from the stern staff, a large 
swastika painted on the con tower, and 
some vessel silhouettes painted below 
the swastika—presumably the wartime 
kills of U-328. By their number Peter 
judged she had been pretty successful. 

“Yeah. She looks great, Captain. But 
ste bs have to have all that Nazi stuff on 
her?” 

“Well. sir. Mr. Seahorse always liked 
that Nazi stuff. He said people was 
more inclined to respect a U-boat with 
a good load of Nazi stuff on her, Nazis 
scare the dumps right outa a lotta 
people’s asses, sir.” 

“Just the same, Carl, I'd like to take 


the stuff off. You know, [just wouldn't. 


feel comfortable riding around:with all 


thaton the boat. M aybe it’s because I’m 


a er sae 


a 


a Jew, Carl” 

Captain Carl looked crestfallen as he 
nodded his agreement. “That's prob- 
ably just what it is, sir. Well, its a shame 
you're a Jew, sir, but I guess it’s too late 
to do anything about it” The captain 
looked sad. “I guess I might as well get 
to work and get it off there?” 

“Look, Carl, why don’t you paint a 
lot of Panamanian stuff on her—you 
know, get a big flag, whatever you like, 
make her look good?” 

The captain brightened considerably. 
“That's a fine idea, sir. Fine. Now, | 
wonder if you could tell me how we will 
be paying for the upkeep of the boats 
now, sir? Are you a wealthy type of 
gambling Jew? 

“No, Carl, Lam not. That’s why we're 
going the Panamanian route, We're 
going to put these boats to work. We're 
going to take fishing charters, take 
tours, run freight, do anything else we 
can think of. We'll make a fortune. Now 
I've got to go take care of the paper- 
work, see the bankers, and so on. I want 
us to be semilegal for our first charter 
next week?” With some difficulty Peter 
clambered back onto the dock from 
U-422. “Oh, yeah, I almost forgot?’ said 
Fish, turning to his captain, “What 
about crew? Won't we need crewmen in 


matching black bulky sweaters?” 


_ - me 


ate: 


“Square dancing proved popular with the passengers, as it doesn’t require much 
space if you do it wrong,’ according to Peter Fish, U-328’s cruise organizer. 
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“Well, sir, there is a shortage of expe- 
rienced U-boat men now. We've got two 
pretty good men and a cook. But if we 
take passengers, they'll have to help 
out? 

“Participation-adventure cruising 
aboard a glamorous U-boat? said Peter. 
“Til get nght on it, Carl” 


HE MARITIME-LOANS 
officer at the Chemical 
Bank regarded Fish 
unemotionally. “You 
want to borrow thirty 
thousand dollars to 
begin a submarine 
charter business, and 
you wish to secure the 
oan with two U- 
boats?” 

“They were sur- 
veyed only last year. 
Both are sound and the surveyor’s cer- 
tificate is right there? 

“That is not the primary cause of my 
concern, Mr. Fish. I wonder about the 
viability of the business. | wonder 
whether you will find sufficient num- 
bers of wealthy retired people with a 
desire to work for two weeks in 
Cee ate One on a former Nazi 
warship. The Chemical Bank has no 
wish to find itself holding a couple of U- 
boats in lieu of its thirty thousand dol- 
lars. | don’t think our chairman could 
use them for business entertainment” 

“Don't be too sure about that. We're 
having a fighting chair installed on 
U-three-twenty-eight. If your chairman 
likes bill fishing, that’s really the way to 
go. yey don't you just check?” 

The loan officer depressed a button 
on his intercom. A flat voice ordered, 
“Start talking” 

‘Sir,” said the loan officer “do you 
enjoy bill sens and, if so, do you 
think you woul enjoy doing so from 
the stern ofa U-boat?” 

There was a pause. “That is one of 
the stupidest questions I have ever been 
asked’ Peter Fish rose to leave. The 
voice continued, “I should think every- 
one would be aware that catching a 
white marlin is one of the most awe- 
some experiences life has to offer a 
man, and to do so trom the stern of the 
most lethal weapon in the naval arsenal 
of the Third Reich would be an unfor- 
gettable gem-hard and gem-bright 
epiphany.” 

“Thank you, sir” said the loan 
officer, 

“It never hurts to check?’ said Peter 
Fish as the man stamped his loan 
“approved?” 

WE SAIL BENEATH THE WEATHER 
was the headline on Peter’s ads. Enjoy 
deck games, deep-sea fishing, skeet 
shooting, and fine cuisine while cruising 
aboard an authentic German U-boat. 
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Participate in the operation 4 the vessel 
and come back a seasoned submariner. 

The ads worked surprisingly well, 
and there was a full complement of pas- 
sengers standing excitedly on the dock 
at the submarine pens the following 
week. 

Peter surveyed the milling mob of 
overweight, middle-aged passengers. 
They chattered, gestured, and snapped 
cameras, and what, what was that 
enormous mound beside them? Surely 
itcouldn’'t be... 

“Should I start getting der luggages 
of plastic aboard, sir?” asked Gus, one 
of the two crewmen. 

“Do that, Gus? said Peter Fish. “Too 
bad I cashed their checks? he thought. 
Down below, Captain Carl checked the 
batteries and Martha the cook struggled 
with a two-hundred-pound sack of 
ee mix in the tiny galley. Gus’s 

rother, Martin, the other member of 
the crew, carried the suitcases his 
brother dropped down from the con 
tower. Martin took them forward and 
tossed them onto the narrow bunks. 
Many of the suitcases rattled and jin- 
led as a result of the drop, Others 
eaked oils and liquors. or pungent in- 
sect-repelling goo. Martin. didn’t care. 
He didn’t care that all these substances 


were leaking down onto the bedding of 


the narrow bunks, rendering them 
more horrible than they already were. 
Martin did not like»passengers on the 
U-boat. Martin liked the taste of battery 
acid licked from his fat fingers, and the 
bite of it in a small cut, and the sharp 
prickling sting it created around his cu- 
ticles. He liked the stale air and the 
smell of his own sweat and the sound of 
his brother, Gus, sleeping. That was 
eood. Very good. This was not. He 
hurled a red polyurethane suitcase hard 
against the bulwark. 

“Roll up your sleeves, please? said 
Peter Fish as the first pair of passengers 
achieved the bottom of the gangway. 

“Why? Why do you want to see our 
arms?” the husband of a three-hundred- 
pound trophy specimen asked. His shirt 
was an Astroturf-green Lacoste. The 
wife had a face that would look like a 
manatee’, except it was slightly hairier 
and the skin was not as smooth. 

“Well, now, I have to pve you a little 
injection,” said Peter Fish. “There's 
some jagged metal on these old U-boats 
and we have to give you a tetanus shot. 
Safety first, is our motto. One of our 
mottoes,” 

The couple reluctantly rolled up their 
sleeves, mumbling and grumbling all 
the while. Captain Carl emerged from 
below and began helping passengers up 
the staples to the top of the con tower 
and advising them on the best and 
safest method of making a descent. 
Despite his care, three stupid passengers 


fell off the ladder, as did one that was 
too fat and one that was very drunk. 
The surly Martin, stationed below. 
picked up the injured roughly and es- 
corted them forward through the nar- 
row hatches to their sleeping quarters. 

“But I can’t possibly fit in here? a 
great petulant blob of a woman com- 
plained to Martin. 

“You should not have allowed your- 
self to become so round? he replied, 
and walked rudely away. 

“I thought we got staterooms,” said 
the woman querulously, plucking at the 
“privacy curtain” that would turn the 
bunk from a cramped, uncomfortable 

allet into a stifling, cramped uncom- 
ortable pallet. 

After all the passengers were aboard, 
the captain started the diesels, Gus cast 
off, and the sub began to make her way 
out of New York Harbor. Peter lined up 
the pasengels at the periscope, to give 
them a look at the Statue of Liberty. 

“There she is, the three-hundred- 
foot-tall green woman with a torch and 
a clipboard that symbolizes all that is 
best about this great nation of ours? 
said Peter. The temperature below was 
Fahrenheit 97, the temperature at 
which fat people perspire most pro- 
fusely. Already they were complaining. 

“Mr. Fish, can we go up on deck?” 

“No, notuntil we're at sear it isn’t safe 
here in the harbor,” said Peter Fish, 
thinking, “Not safe for me, that is, since 
I’m not supposed to carry passengers.” 

Martha the cook entered the chart 
room and posted the dinner menu, scal- 
lop-and-hot-dog pancakes. Beer. 
Bananas. 

C aptain Carl shouted down from the 
con. “Peter, there’s a Coast Guard cutter 
heading for us. What do you want to 


HE DIVE SIREN 
started its awful repeti- 
tive whooping and 
Carl dropped down 
from the con, the 
hatch clanging shut 
behind him. “Get 
them forward! Ge/ 
these mammals for- 
ward!” Gus and Mar- 
tha the cook began 
driving the startled 
and astonished pas- 
sengers forward into the torpedo room. 
In the scramble, pieces of skin and 
swatches of cruise dresses were left 
hanging from the narrow hatches: 
yanis were torn, knees barked, heads 
umped, and several noses bloodied. 

“Flood forward! Get those fucking 
elevators trimmed!” screamed Captain 
Carl at the unperturbed Martin, who 
(CONTINUED ON PAGE 52) 
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“Somewhere soon you'll discover 
our Puerto Rican white rum? 


< 

“ts better chandin, Better than vodka. 
That’s why we mix our Bloody Marys with 
Puerto Rican White Rum.” 


International Banker Manuel Zambrana 
and his wife Kristine, owner of gourmet coffee stores 


More and more people are discovering that Puerto Rican 
white rum makes a better tasting Bloody Mary than gin or vodka. 
And that it’s better with tonic or soda and in a screwdriver. 

The reason? Smoothness. By law, all rum from Puerto Rico 
must be aged at least one year. And when it comes to smoothness, 
aging is the name of the game. 


Make sure the rum is from Puerto Rico. 

Great rum has been made in Puerto Rico for almost five 
centuries. Our specialized skills and dedication have pro- 
duced rums of exceptional dryness and purity. No wonder 
over 86% of the rum sold in this country comes from 


Puerto Rico. RUMS OF PUERTO RICO 


For free “Light Rums of Puerto Rico” recipes, write Puerto Rican Rums, Dept NL5, 1290 Avenue of the 
Americas, NY.,NY 10102 © 1982 Government of Puerto Rico. 
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CHAPTER OL 

In my salad days my father gave me a slice of advice I have 
been digesting ever since. 

“You are what you eat,” he told me. “Especially if you’re a 
cannibal. Ha ha! Get it?” 

One consequence of this remark has been to make me 
more than ordinarily curious about people's dining habits. 
But by the time I returned home from the East last Septem- 
ber, I had had my fill of the appetites and table manners of 
the human race. Only Fatsby remained exempt from my dis- 
taste—Fatsby, who more than any other person I shall ever 
meet appreciated completely the magical possibilities of food. 
If we truly are what we eat, then Fatsby, with his infinite store 
of hope, and wonder, and 
leek puree, was everything. 

I went east to be a bun / 
salesman. Everybody | 
knew was in the bun busi- 
ness, and at their sugges- 
tion I took up lodging on 
Long Island. There, where 
two sugarloaf-shaped hills 
face each other across a 
small bay, are the commu- 
nities of East Ham and 
West Ham—so named for 
the resemblance of these 
geological structures to a 
mirrored pair of canned 
and cloved Eastertime 
butts. West Ham was 
choice to East Ham's 
prime, and it was there that, 
early in the summer, I 
rented a small flat in a gin- 
gerbread-style board- 
inghouse beside Fatsby’s 
mammoth wedding cake of 
a mansion. 

Soon after installing my- 
self I called upon the 
Thyme B. Cumins. Thyme’s 
wife, Maizee, was my sec- 
ond cousin once removed, sabi ” 
and I had known Thyme in college, where he had gained 
fame for once consuming thirteen deluxe hoagies at a single 
sitting. His family was prodigiously wealthy, and since gradu- 
ation and his marriage he had traveled, with his wife, around 
America and agit in search of professional hoagie-eating 
competitions in which he could relive, and perhaps tran- 
scend, that early triumph. That he found none was, for 
Thyme B, Cumin, soe The bright light of early success 
often throws the rest of life into shadow, like a dinner haunted 
by the memory of its own superior hors d'oeuvres. So it 
proved with him. Thyme and Maizee had spent the previous 
year wandering restlessly from place to place, wherever 
people ate provolone and were rich together. 

Their home in East Ham was a large, cheery Colonial 
house on the bay, garnished with porches and balconies. On 
one of these Thyme B. Cumin now stood—solid, muscular, 
typically gruff and impatient. 

“I’m a meat-and-potatoes man,” he said after we ex- 
changed greetings. “Let’s go inside” 

We walked through a side door into a bright room as cool 
and white as the interior of a refrigerator. In its center stood a 
large couch upon which floated two young women, hovering 
nently like dabs of whipped cream crowning a banana split. 

1e younger of the two looked familiar to me. She moved 
with a kind of sure, athletic economy, like a woman long used 
to cracking open her own lobsters. The other girl, Maizee, 
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Great 
Fatsby 


BY ELLIS WEINER 


was linguine thin, and pale as cream. She beamed at me with 
bright eyes and held out her small, bony hand. 

“We're having corn on the cob!” she said with breathless 
excitement. That was a way she had, investing the most pe- 
destrian meal with fantastical significance, as though this corn 
on the cob were the most special, perhaps the last, corn on the 
cob on earth. “Jordan Almond, this is my own dearest cousin, 
Mr. Nick Carraway.’ 

“Carraway?” Miss Almond said with faint amusement. 
“You must be very wry.’ 

“You don’t have to be Jewish to be wry,’ I replied patiently, 
having traded these quips since childhood. Then I remem- 
bered where I had seen that handsome, somewhat mockin 
face before. Miss Almon 
had adorned the cover of a 
recent issue of Bon Appétit, 
as the subject of an article 
praising her skill as a baker. 

“I know a nice clam bar 
in West Ham,” Miss 
Almond said coolly, after I 
had mentioned where I was 
living. 

“Oh, clams are so won- 
derful!”” Maizee cried. 
“Thyme, aren't clams the 
most wonderful thing!” 

“No?” her husband said. 
“I don't care for clams? 

“I met a man named 
Fatsby there once?’ Jordan 
Almond said. 

“Fatsby?” Maizce de- 
manded. “What Fatsby?” 

“lm a meat-and-po- 
tatoes man’ Thyme B. 
Cumin announced. “Can't 
stand clams” 

This strangely tense dia- 
logue was interrupted by 
the appearance of a butler, 
who whispered something 
in Thyme's ear, at which he 
rose abruptly and strode 


from the room. 

“You must be terribly happy in West Ham, Nick? Maizce 
said with a deep melancholy that startled me. “You can eat 
anything you want, when you live alone. Isn’t that right, Jor- 
dan? Terribly happy...’ Suddenly she got up and ran into the 
hallway, slamming the door behind her. 

| looked quizzically at Miss Almond. “Is there some- 
thing—” 

“Shh!” she whispered, straining to overhear the muffled 
words that floated to us from the hallway like damp Sugar 
Pops adrift in their milky dregs. 

“What?” I asked. “What's going on?” 

“Dont you know?” she said, eyes on the closed door. 
“Thyme’s got some little tart in town? 

“And Maizee—” 

“She's miserable. All they ever have is hamburgers and ribs, 
hamburgers and ribs...” 

Dinner was an effortful, gloomy affair of overcooked ham- 
burgers and cloyingly sweet Lae Finally | thanked my 
hosts and drove back to West Ham. While walking from my 
car to the ee steps, I spotted a heavy silhouetted figure on 
the veranda of the huge mansion next door. Fatsby—for it 
was undoubtedly 1a anes to be munching something, 
and gazed out across the wine-dark bay toward a solitary 
green light distinct as a gumdrop. I thought to introduce my- 
self to him, but all at once he downed the remainder of his 
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snack and vanished into the house. Only the green light re- 
mained. hovering against the darkness like a jelly bean. or 
jujube, or other small lime-flavored candy. 


——————— CHAPTER BOoaEE——— 


About halfway between the Hams and Manhattan ts a 
fast-food restaurant. 1s immense yellow-arched symbol and 


the words OVER 52 BILLION SOLD dominating the landscape — 


and dwarfing the small. Dijon-mustard-colored building on 
the other side of the highway. In this two-story hovel are three 
shops. one perennially for rent. one a dilapidated garage, and 
the third an all-night greasy spoon advertised by a stark 
black-and-white sign in its filthy window reading QUALITY 
FOOD. It was in this luncheonette on the edge of nowhere that 
I met Thyme B. Cumin’s | . | 

mistress, 

Thyme and | were sharing Pd 
a train to the city one after- 
noon when. as it took on pas- 
sengers in that near-deserted 
station, he said. “Come on. 
Pil buy you a burger’ and al- 
most physically forced me 
aut of the coach. In the cof- 
fee shop. surrounded by dull 
Formica tables. and desul- 
lorily mopping a long 
stained counter. was a man 
with a complexion the color 
of Coffee Mate gone sour. 

“Two burgers with the 
works. Frankfurter” Thyme 
said after a curt word of | 
ereeting. 

The counterman modded 
wearily and said. “You. sure 
do like my burgers. Mr, 
Cumin.” Then he stamped 
his foot and scowled at the 
floor. “Damn rats. Gotta get 
more poison? 

But Thyme barely heard | —<—+S>} 
him. for his attention was fixed upon the woman who 
emerged from the kitchen, She was amply built. and exuded 
a spicy. hot-tamale vitality that some women do. Her eyes on 
Thyme’. she said to her husband, “Make a new batch of fries, 
Joe. so a person doesn’t drop dead from starvation already. 
why don't ya" 

“Sure. Sugar” 

As her husband worked the grill. Mrs. Frankfurter leaned 
over the counter toward Thyme. “I like a man who likes his 
meat? she breathed. 

“Yeah.” he said huskily. 

“Bet you can handle your buns real nice. too” 

“Thanks? 

“You probly got a lot of cabbage stashed somewhere. 
huh?” 

“Mayber 

“Mind iff put your pickle in my mouth?” 

“Go ahead? 

It went on like this for half an hour. until finally we finished 
and left. with Thyme arranging secretly to meet her in town. 


CHAPTER. 

There were picnics at my neighbor's house all summer. 
Hundreds of guests swarmed eagerly over tables of food like 
ants allacking a fallen Hershey’s Whachamacallit. Thin, ner- 
vous girls roved from roast to turkey. ravenously crammed 
juicy slabs into their tiny mouths, masticated. and swallowed. 
Then they ran upstairs. stuck a manicured finger down their 
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“My theory?” he 
said with surp 
“Why, I mean, I thought 
you knew, old spam. You 
see, I’m Fatsby’ Then 
he smiled'and said, 
“Here. Have an 


ego roll” 


throats, and reemerged a few minutes later ready agam to 
prowl. Seersucker-clad men nibbled crab impériai/. laughed 
guiltily. and nibbled again. Everyone found something they 
iked. and forced it upon a spouse, a date. a stranger. Bu mp 
trucks groaned up to the main lawn and with a squeal of 
winches released their loads of canapés in an avalanche of 
caviar. crackers. chicken livers, and mushrooms. Helicopters 
flutterintg overhead like odd mechanical hummingbirds 
loosed torrents of sparkling pink punch on the laughing. gor- 
ging multitudes. The vast. deep swimming pool was one eve- 
ning drained at a guest’s drunken command, and filled with 
ginger ale and vodka, following which spectacle a llanic 
earth mover roared slowly up to tts lip and pushed into it. as 
though launching a battleship. a three-ton block of raspberry 

_ sherbet. A wheel of brie. 
huge and massive as a 
Mayan calendar, was hoisted 
on ropes and hung like a 
gong. to be struck by what- 

| ever reveler could manage to 
lift the 400-pound cucumber 
flown in, so breathless rumor 
averred, from Thailand. 

And, everywhere, 
heard conflicting, yet equally 
decisive, reports concerning 
Fatsby. 

“He invented kale” swore 
one dapper fellow at the bal- 
samic-vinegar stand, 

“No, he was involved in 
an imported-anchovy ae 
claimed a strawberry blond 
from Little Neck: 

“lam told he-once did 
something illegal with pars- 
ley announced an elderly 

}) gentleman in a herringbone 

| jacket. 

fi It was in the midst of just 

such conversation, one eve- 
ning. that I turned to a rather 

corpulent man ina vanilla suit at my table and asked, casu- 

ally. “And whats your theory? About our host. | mean? 

“My theory?” he said with surprise. “Why. | mean. | 
thought you knew, old spam. You see. I'm Fatsby” Then he 
smiled and said. “Here, Have an egg roll? | 

“Oh. no, thank your I stammered by way of apology, “Be- 
sides. you seem to be a little low on Chinese mustard. and— 

| shall never forget the look that briefly crossed his face. It 
was an expression not only of dismay but of a certain sup- 
pies rage. All at once the vague, sinister suggestion that he 
rad “once done something legal with parsley” assumed a 
startling plausibility. “Not enough Chinese mustard...?” he 
murmured. Then he caught the attention of a passing butler 
and said. “Howard. go to China and bring us back some 
mustard” The butler bowed, took Fatsby’s proffered handful 
of money, and left. Fatsby turned to me and. once more the 
relaxed and obliging host. said. “Sorry. old spam. Meanwhile 
try the shrimp. [t's rather nice” 


After the picnics. late Sunday morning, there were more 


picnics—“brunches;’ Fatsby called them. His array Of guests 
on these mornings-after matched or exceeded that of the soi- 
rees. From East Ham came the Jack Cheeses. Senator and 
Mrs. Bibb Lettuce, Dr. Serrano Pepper and his wife. | 
Cayenne. and the Spencer Steaks. From West Ham came | 
Miss Pearl Onion, the society singer. and her frequent escort. 
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National Lampoon's 
Best Ever, Most Expensive 


BY L. DENNIS PLUNKETT 


LTHOUGH THIS PAST 

year wasn’t a great 

one, financially 

speaking, for theold 

‘Nat Lamp—ot, in- 

deed, for anyone in the erst- 

while-lucrative gags-’n’-smut- 

publishing biz—we figured 

‘What the hey!” and really 

kicked out the jams, big-bucks- 

wise, for our famous annual 

Yuletide blowout. Pictorial 

highlights of our seasonal hi- 
jinks appear below. 


The girls in the mail room (which office 
wags refer to as the fe-mail room, for 
obvious reasons!) scored big in the 
Christmas grab-bag sweeps: Day-Glo 
Fun Wigs™ for Billie and Bobbi, a Laff- 
Riot Dribble Glass™ for Sue, and an 
outrageously outsized beer mug for 
Coretta (a confirmed tea-totaler)! The 
foxy lady with the seltzer bottle could 
not be identified—just some kook off 
the street, we guess; senior editor Ted 
says it’s important she get in touch 
with him, about a medical matter. 


| Jacques (pronounced Jak-wez), the company jester, was just a costumed cutup 
we kept around for luck. (Rubbing his hump worked every time.) Here we see 
him “partying” —that is, taking advantage of June, an associate art director, who 
has been rendered temporarily upside down by several glasses of New York 
State muscatel. Jacques was dismissed early in the new year, and right now he’s 
nobody’s fool. 
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Mandy and Candy, the subscription 
girls, were off on a fact-finding tour of 
Kuwait. Their temporary replace- 
ments, Sandy and Randy (above, with 
balloons), are every bit as cute, clever, 
and competitive. When you send in 
your subscription coupon (located 
elsewhere in this fun-packed issue) 
please specify whose sales appeal did 
the trick for you! 


7“ a ol : = - 2 . 


Several pounds of costly imported hors d’oeuvres later, we clustered round the 
tree, and Linda, the publisher’s niece (and putative heir) had a precious gift for 
one and all! As readers familiar with this sort of drivel can well imagine, before 


the night was out we made Mary, jumped for Joy, and Caroled. (Gerry, is that 
enough copy? Can I go home now? Please? It’s Christmas Eve, for God’s sake! | 


gota family, man...) 


/ / 

Charlene “the Kilepto” Curtiss, a 
state-subsidized rehabilitation project 
of editor Fred “Bleeding Heart”’ 
Graver, took a few tokes on a funny 
cigarette and recidivism set in for the 
pretty ex-con! She almost got away 
with the chairman’s gaily wrapped 
pen-and-pencil set, but Santa arrived 
in the Saint Nick of time to make a citi- 
zen’s arrest; moments after this pic 
was Snapped we put the cuffs on her! 
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DAS LOVE BOOT 


CCONTENUED FROM PAGE 40) 
responded merely by chanting out the 
subs depth in meters. Already the air 
felt foul to Peter Fish. “Level off at fifty 
meters; steer ten degrees left” 

“Oh, 1 cant breathe!” wailed a 
woman’s voice from somewhere 
forward. 

“J want complete silence! Do you 
hear me? The next person who makes a 
sound will take a torpedo tube to the sur- 
face!” Captain Carl glanced over at 
Martin, who was listening on the 
headset. 

“Prop bearing zero-two-zero. Cap- 
tain. | think weve lost them? Martin 
whispered, 

“Hold this heading. I'll be in the 
chart room,” Captain Carl looked at 
Peter. “Would you join me, str?” 


“Look? said Carl, sweeping a tube of 


Bain de Soleil off his chart table. “we've 
Bet a spot of trouble. If the Coast 

juard is really suspicious, they can get 
on the Department of Defense and 
have those bastards track us by satellite. 
I think our best bet is to get into inter- 
national waters as quickly as possible 


and cruise for a while. When it looks 
good we can run into Saint Barts or 
somewhere and dump the passengers at 
night. | don’t think we can risk taking 
them back to New York with the knee- 
deep sailors on our ass, su? 

“Well. I don’t think that’s a problem, 
Carl? said Peter Fish. “Ill just tell them 
they get two extra days haat: in Cx- 
change for the inconvenience of being 
dropped outside New York. Of course, 
we only have food for a week. but 
there's plenty of pancake batter for the 
extra two days, and, who knows, maybe 
we'll catch an edible fish” 

A couple of hours later the sub resur- 
faced and Peter Fish addressed his pas- 
sengers below. “I’m proud of you 

assengers,” the ship’s PA. squealed 
oriefly, and he adjusted a knob. 

“The genuine simulated Coast 
Guard-evading crash dive was, thanks 
to all of you, successful. In the next few 
days well be practicing more of these 
maneuvers, as well as playing deck 

ames, fishing, and, uh, getting drunk. | 
iow it will seem difficult at first, espe- 
cially for the fatter, more querulous pas- 
sengers. But on a submarine sverybocs 
works together, It’s like our fates are a 
bound up in an inextricable weave, If 
one person drowns on a submarineyit’s 


“He said he was going to ride the rapids, and that was the last I ever saw of him.” 
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like a little bit of each of us got 
drowned. So I Know you'll all reach 
within yourselves and find that extra 
something that will help you crab and 
scramble back and forth through the 
narrow hatches in order to help us ad- 
just the trim on your boat. And now I 
think “cookie” has got some of her spe- 
cial Bec ny ancakes steaming on 
the galley table. So it’s meal call” 

arl’s voice drifted down from 
above. “Could you get up here, Mr. 
Fish?” Peter climbed up to join his cap- 
tain on the con. The captain pointed to 
the foredeck. “Our lives are turning to 
shit,’ he said. 

There was a small Chris-Craft 
stranded on the deck. Her crew, three 
hirsute maniacs, one of whom was di- 
recting the others by motioning with a 
short-barreled submachine gun, was 
frantically laboring to get a huge plas- 
tic-wrapped bale overboard. Two other 
bales bobbed astern. Their voices car- 
ried quite clearly to the con. 

“Captured, we must have been 
fuckin’ captured by Baby Doc's nig er 
navy,” said one. “I knew we couldn't 
trust the guy with the wraparound muir- 
ror shades, I’ve been in this business a 
long time, man. I know you can't trust 
guys with wraparound murror shades”’ 

No, man? said the other laboring in- 
dividual, “this is a fuckin?’ U-boat, man. 
Fucking Haitians don’t have no fuckin’ 
U-boats, man. [ll tell you what it is, 
man. These guys are part of Hitler's 
Lost. Command that, like, never 
stopped fighting the war because they 
were, like, too heavy into being Nazis, 
man. Oh, gawd! I’ve got an Avon pa- 

rback all about them right on my 
unk! They do all the stuff in the Ber- 
muda Triangle. Oh, gawd! They'll ice 
us. For sure, they’re going to ice us” The 
last bale went overboard with a splash. 

Peter Fish looked at his captain. “We 
appear to have picked up some pot- 
smuggling types, a a Since you 
picked them up, I think it’s only fair you 
get rid of them?” 

“T'll take full responsibility, sir.” He 
called to Martin below, “Prepare to roll 
to starboard?’ he said. Then he spoke to 
the stranded craft through the bullhorn. 
“Attention, pot smugglers! You have 
been captured by the Black Shadow, ves- 
sel three-twenty-eight of the second fleet 
of the Greater Caribbean Pirates’ Naval 

“ooperative. If you do not resist us, you 
will be allowed to live and to retain your 
vessel. We are interested only in Grey 
Poupon Dijon mustard.” 

“For our pancakes?’ suggested Peter 
Fish. 

“Have you any aboard?” 

“Yes, man, we got some. sir.” said the 
smuggler with the gun. 

“Good. Send one of your men up here 
with the mustard. After we have in- 
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spected it, and if it is satisfactory, we will 
execute a thirty-degree starboard roll 
and dump you.” 

“It’s a deal, man!” 

One of the Chris-Craft’s crew clam- 
bered overboard and sprinted toward 
the con, holding high a jar of mustard. 

“Martin.” said Captain Carl, “exe- 
cute starboard roll” Suddenly the ship 
began to roll heavily to starboard. The 
smuggler with the mustard struggled to 
maintain his footing against the roll, 
squeaked like a pig, gave up, and hit the 
ocean. The Chris-Craft followed him 
seconds later. From below could be 
heard the sounds of breaking glassware 
and complaining passengers. “Correct 
the roll?’ said Captain Carl to Martin. 

“Hey, man, what about your mus- 
tard?” cried the smuggler as he floated 
astern. 

“All ahead full” said Captain Carl. 

“Pancakes,” explained Peter Fish to a 
passigets delegation, “are the perfect 
ood. A pancake contains all the miner- 
als, vitamins, and rare amino acids that 
our bodies need to construct the com- 
plex miracles we call proteins. They 
govern our glands and the electrolyte 
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balance in our hearts and hearterial sys- 
tems. If we ate nothing but pancakes 
our whole lives, we would never die and 
never get cancer. according to some 
studies. 

“What studies?” demanded the 
leader of the passengers’ antipancake 
delegation. 

“College studies? said Peter. “Look, 
its only been six days. You can’t expect 
to feel the full benefit of the pancake 
diet instantly. You people have been 
messing up your systems for years with 
cauliflower and hamburgers and stuff, 
and you cart expect to get rid of that 
overnight. Now excuse me, I have to go 
look over some course changes” 

Peter was in the chart room eating a 
large, greasy, corn beef and Grey Pou- 
pon Dijon mustard sandwich when 

artin jerked open the door. Peter 
looked up from the semitransparent co- 
rona of grease around a clump of beef 
that had fallen onto the chart near Anti- 
gua. “Yes, Martin?” 

“It is the deck games, Mr. Peter. We 
are out of the shuttlecocks. They have 
all blown overboard” 

“What! I bought a hundred and 


forty-four shuttlecocks” 

“Well, it is the fatness of the passen- 
pers and the windage. The wiidice af- 
ects the trajectory of the shuttlecocks 
and they land in the waters. The passen- 
gers are in rebellious states. Shall I issue 
sidearms to the crew, sir? Martha the 
cook is afraid for her life to serve 
ots weakfish pancakes as well” 

“We may not need to do that, Martin. 
They say there is a hell of a storm brew- 
ing up just south of us. There’s nothing 
like a storm at sea to bring people 
together.” 

By six Oclock that night the passen- 
gers were begging Captain Carl to take 
the U-328 below the stormy surface 
waters. “A storm al sea is a great experi- 
ence, the most invigorating type of ex- 

ericnce a middle-aged person can 
nave for the price. Why don’t some of 
you people put on oilskins and safety 
harnesses and go above? Let the wind 
howl through your hairnets and get 
some salt water in your Eustachian 
tubes” 

Please, they begged, take us down. 
Martin complained bitterly that pas- 
Sageways were slick with vomit. Of 
course, he liked the smell. Finally, Cap- 
tain Carl, with Peter Fish’s reluctant 
consent, gave the dive order. When they 
were below and the U-boat stopped her 
sickening rolls and pitches, the passen- 
gers retired, HEA SE and exhausted, to 
their bunks. Peter gave them an in- 
spirational speech before letting them 
sicep, droning on for ten minutes about 
the sea and submarining and the fine 
qualities embodied by the passengers. 

“That.” he said to Martha the cook, 
“will make them feel very good when 
they debark in Sint Maarten tomorrow. 
They'll be so proud of themselves for 
having weathered the worst storm in 
ninety years, they'll probably forget to 
write to their hometown newspapers 
about us: 

When the last passenger passed 
Bete ully down the gangway in Sint 
Maarten clutching a plastic U-328 
handbag, Peter turned to Carl. 

“From now on, we take only private 
charters, Carl. In fact, we have one 
coming aboard this afternoon. A Mr. R. 
Vesco. Wishes to make a discreet busi- 
ness trip to Colombia. We'll drop him 
there and pick up some cargo, and then, 
back to New York?” 

“What cargo? I don't carry no drugs” 

“God forbid? said Peter Fish. “It’s 
checks. Checks drawn on U.S. banks. 
We'll take them back to New York, de- 
posit them, and return to Colombia 
with the proceeds,” 

“Thats fine?’ said Carl. “Listen, since 
we're not carrying passengers, could 
you tell Martha not to make any more 
pancakes?” 

“T already have? said Peter Fish. 
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SUPPOSE THAT, 
by now, most of 
you have seen 
the motion pic- 
ture £7’ The 
Extra-lerrestrial. 
[t's a wonderful 
movie, full of 
excitement and 
warmth. Except for a few 
lines of its dialogue— 
uite unnecessary to 
the story, I might add— 
I would have no hesita- 
tion in recommending 
the film to the entire 
family. 

But, you know, as I 
was watching FE. 7", | 
couldn't help being 
reminded of another 
story. It’s a beautiful 
story—older than £. 7, 
but the similarities are 

uite remarkable. 

isten: This is the story 
of another mysterious 
stranger, a person who 


A 


appeared “and dwelt 
amongst us” a long time 
ago. They tell of strange 
lights in the night sky 
over the little town 
where this person was 
first seen here on earth. 

This person—let’s call 
him our hero—was not: 
wealthy or powerful; his 
first dwelling place was a 
humble one, exposed to 
the elements. But in spite 
of his strange manner 
and appearance, there 
was something special 
about this stranger, a 
gentleness that little chil- 
dren were the first to see, 
and love. 

Now, this mysterious 
visitor to our planet was 


Christmas 


too good, too kind, too 
eentle for this world. 
Wicked men hated him, 
and hunted him, to 
mock him, and torment 
him, and put him on 
cruel display. 

At the end of the story, 
this other E.'T:, this wise 
and loving person, sadly, 
dies. But that isn’t really 
the end, you see. 

For, by some power 
beyond our human 
understanding, this 
person—the extra- 
terrestrial hero of this 
other tale of mine—came 
back to life. For he could 
not die! And they say he 
lives... forever! 

Now, does that story 
sound familiar? [ hope it 
does. Because, of course, 
[ have just told you the 
story of Frankenstein’s 
monster. 

Merry Christmas. 
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What If E.T. Were Discovered in Ditlerent Movies hy 
Different Children? 


BY 1O.D' CARROLL 
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THE FLIES 


Memorable Scene: 


Jack and his Tribe of Ululating 
Child Savages Find E. T. 


of four or five boys who've been 
W stranded ona desert island, is creep- 
ing along a pig run, looking for dung, 
fresh tracks, and, ultimately, meat. Sev- 
eral boys fan out at his rear, each naked 
and brown, save for wild gashes of col- 
ored clay smeared across their chests 
and caked around their eyes and 
cheeks, Their hair is vile and coarse, 


J ACK, THE REDHEADED CHIEFTAIN 


dllustration: Leslie Cabarga 


bursting from scalps in long spikes or 
mashed flat in cakes of mud, salt, and 
blood. ney seeps Bre the ether; 
jungle nerves ant bene flesh as the 

ys move noiselessly across moist for- 
mations of humus and roots, caperly 
bngering their spears. They'd all seen a 
brilliant, pulsing constellation of lights 
descend on the anes at the top of the 
island the night before; Jack pro- 
nounced that the event was a demonic 
signal from the beast, and that slaughter 
must be done as appeasement. 

A lump distends and shifts beneath 
the covert. Fire-hardened spears rise 
above the hunters’ heads as Jack slinks 
closer, baring his teeth and hissing 
spoilt, fevered air past his swollen 
tongue. A screech cuts the chalky hot 
sunlight, followed by a sudden pene- 


tration of the lump through the matted 
creepers and tendrils of the jungle floor. 
“It’s a tortoise?’ one of the boys whis- 
pers. “Kill the tortoise. Bash its head” 

“Home, the creature bleats for- 
lornly, retracting an unusually lon 
neck. Jack brandishes a demented, flar- 
ing grin. “Sucks,” he says. “We don’t 
want to go home. We want to have fun,” 
As if by predesign, a chant begins in 
perfect unison. “Kill the talking tortoise 
that doesn’t want to have any fun, Spill 
its blood” 

Recalling the squealing, fat-tusked 
boar they’d stuck and slit and pouched 
and roasted the night before, clawing 
and tearing at it like hyenas, the boys let 
out their ululating war cries and close in 
around the creature like maniacal, all- 
powerful jaws. 
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Memorable Scene: 


Damien Dresses Up E. T. ina Priest 
Suit and Makes a Game of Hiding Him 
ina Closet Full of 200-Pound Black 
Wolf Dogs from Hell 


wm O YOU LIKE MY FRIENDS?” 

| § Damien inquires. “I lock the door 
@# at night and my friends come up 
from the earth to play.’ 

“Home,” the moon-eyed creature 
from space utters plaintively, 

Damien smooths his delicate child’s 
hand across the monstrous skull of a 
wolf dog, smiling at it, as if the two 
beings are possessed of a single, diabol- 
ical force. “But this is your home now’ 
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Damien oozes in slow, drawn tones, 
lolling his tongue in the pocket of his 
cheek, teetering his head from side to 
side. “We're your new family, and we're 
going to take care of you” 

A low, rolling growl rises from deep 
in the belly of one of the animals; 
another wolf dog flicks its eyes toward 
E. 'T. and contracts its lip above the 
sockets of a dozen terrifying fangs. 

E, T.’s head withdraws into an accor- 
dion of scaly folds, stiff and shivering. 

“Now we must have a family enter- 
tainment,;’ Damien rasps. “Shall we 
play the dress-up peels 

“Yes. | want to be a priest and tease 
the rest of my family with consecrated 
water,’ Damien answers in another 
voice, as if speaking for the catatonic 
creature. Ceremoniously, Damien curls 


; 


a Roman collar around E.'(’s neck, 
then drapes him in the black blouse and 
suit pest of a priest. 

“Damien?” a voice calls from the 
hallway. “Are you in there? The door’s 
stuck?” 

Damien quickly moves out of the 
closet and closes the door. He crawls 
into his bed and, using a beam of devil 
energy from his candescent eyes, shuts 
off the room light and turns a key in the 
knob still rattling in the hand of his 
mother. “Just sleeping, Mommy,’ he 
says groggily, as his mother peeks in, 

“Well, good night, darling. We'll have 
to get this door fixed in the morning” 

“Yes, Mommy,’ Damien croaks 
softly, eager to hear how the spaceman 
is doing with his gigantic wolf dog 
friends in the closet. 


Illustration: Robert Crawford 
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Memorable Scene: 

Spanky and Alfalfa Blow Up 

E. T.’s Ship When It Interferes with 
One of Their Schemes for Making 
Easy Money 


WF matron Muriel Colthwaite Von 

WW Hayduke buys a house near 
their neighborhood, the Gang offers to 
move her furniture in order to earn 


7 bd | HEN MILLIONAIRE SOCIETY 


enough money to hospitalize an escaped 


Hlustration: Susan Faiola 


zoo monkey that Stymie mistook for his 
father and bashed with a watermelon. 
The woman hires them, but only on the 
condition that none of her belongings 
receives a single scratch, including a 
pes ane piano. Spanky, whos 

een reading a magazine on science 
and industry, notices an article 
about robots and how mechanical 
slaves will soon be used to attack Nazi 
positions with the effectiveness of ten 
times as many men, and how, at war's 
end, fantastically tall buildings and 
superhighways and vast ocean liners 

ul be constructed entirely by remote 

control. 

“Let’s build a furniture-moving row- 
but?’ Spanky suggests to the others. 
“Then we can earn the dough to fix the 
monkey without lifting a finger” After a 


aa are 
ee has 


rs 


great flurry of sawing and pounding, a 
colossal creature takes form, a creak- 
ing, VON EO of barn siding, 
garbage-can lids, old tires, moonshine 
stills, washing machines, and Christmas- 
tree lights. ‘TOBY starts up a motor- 
cycle engine in the robot's chest as the 
rest of the Gang pushes it upright and 
bangs on its legs to get it moving. At 
first nothing happens; then, suddenly, 
the robot begins to spin in circles, 
thrashing its arms and squirting thick 


jets of steam from its eyes and ears. A 


moment later, the robot crashes through 
the Gang’s clubhouse and demolishes 
several hedgerows before lurching into 
the woods and falling over on its side. 
“It’s not very smart?’ Darla complains. 
“That ‘cause it maybe be needs a 
(CONTINUED ON PAGE 72) 
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S.D., The Super Deplorable. Page 1 


—— 


sae HEY, SAMMY, 
KEY, SAMMY 4 SCOOBIE- YOU CRAZY Ni Gas. 
FRANK, YOU OL’ YOU'RE  JVICED DOOBIE- POO... 
BLUE EYED TO THE GILLS / “Jus! GET aN 
BUM, YA / Vv BREATH OF AIR... 


EXT. RIVERSIDE, CALIF. NIGHT. A sleek black CUT TO: INT. LIMO. The Chairman and his 
superstretch limo of incredibly futuristic sidekicks are en route. But, oh-oh, looks 
design flashes west along the L.A.-Vegas like little Sammy might get left behind! 


freeway... 


\ ‘| 
\ ; 


E.7.? sHee-10/ 
L SEEN THAT MOVIE 
BIGHT TIMES / 


BUT, YOU NOTICE 

SOMETHIN’ ? EVEN THE 

MO'FO/ MONSTER BE |) 
WHITES 


YEAHS HOW come 
THE BROTHERS 
BE GETTIN’ NO &6.T.2 


YOU THINK 
EIN’ 


HE &@ 
HOUSE-TRAINED ? 


V.O.: He's black, he's Jewish, he's got CUT TO: EXT. NIGHT. Three typical, adorable 
only one eye. He's all talent, and he's American youngsters are talking about... 
hundreds of miles from home! what else? 
OT Cae 
—\\ Awow!s tHat’s iT's AAAS you ARE BEAUTIFUL! To0-000 AAUCH, Man / 
| \ eee? Ls fAUS' BE / _ OUTTA SIGHT! OCEAN'S ELEVEN ! THE CANDY MAN CAN... 
; - . ‘ hee 7 ————EE 


AR 

“ $€€7HE WE GOTTA 

CAN'T EVEN TALK HIDE HM 
ENGLISH! FROM MAMA. 


SFX: CRASH, THUMP, TINKLE, L.S. HOLD. MUSIC UP: MAIN TITLE THEME, 
SLOW FADE. DISSOLVE. 
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WHAT YOU KIDS DOIN’? you 


LT SHOW HM A \_ A 
HE WON'T EAT \ MAP. HE COMIN’ Y WHAT IE BE LATE FOR SCHOOL. AGAIN, I 
GREENS OR GRITS) FROM SOME THE MAAN : HIT YOU UPSIDE THE... MOLY SHEE-ITT./ 
PLACE CALLEP | COME LOOKIN’ —\ 


OR NOTHIN’ / 


“LOST WAGES,” FORHIM? | 


HE SAY. 


“ SURRIMP COCKTAIL / 
RARE SIRLOIN / 
. ANYTHING / 


ANGLE ON: THE DOOR. MUSIC: STING. The mother 


UP ON: INT. THE KIDS' BEDROOM, Scattered 
enters, 


around, the odd pathetic broken toy-~-or, 
better still, nothing at all. A bed, 


IT WORK GO FOR 
HEY. RING-A-DING/ OW COME OUR Yo iN Ee (T Tf 
BLUE EYES! My JY e-t can’T LEARN Ranks ee oO oes ye 


RIGHT 7D ’ Aihs ie 


“TILL GO Ir ALONE / 
THAT'S HOW IT MUST BE... 


THIS ? 


KINCA TOWN / Pows TO TALK ? 
GIMME FIVE / 


YA 


—\ 


LORP! LooKiT THIS PUDE 
SING ANP DANCE! I BET WE 
COULD PUT HIM IN A SHOW? 
WE BE RICH S 
ee 


1 que yy oe 
K et ee 
Li 


V.0O.: Fearful lest their little friend be 
captured and forced to perform like a 
gibbering monkey, the children resolve to 


help him escape, 


CUT TO: INT. LIVING ROOM, NIGHT, SFX (FROM 
TV): THE SOUND TRACK TO ROBIN AND THE SEVEN 
HOODS. Sammy recognizes The Chairman, beqins 
singing and dancing maniacally. 


~ WRERSIREY LLOW COME THE 
THAT MOTHER smie Si WUITE ONE WAS 
BE BEIN'A MAOTUAH/ ) Tem SMARTER? _. 


MUSIC: HOLD, FADE. SLOW DISSOLVE, SUPER: 
THE END, 


SLO-MO: Bicycle falling through sky, and 
into brightly lit speeding limo. MUSIC: 
THEME UP, and HOLD, 
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Fatsby 


(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 46) 
| Mr. Rocky Road, the prizefighter. Over 
here was Caesar Salad, the ven- 
triloquist. chewing the fat with his 
dummy. Waldorf; over there was the 
controversial psychiatrist Dr. Mayo 
Naize. All these people came to Fatsby’s 
picnics, . 

One. morning a custard-yellow Cadil- 
lac pulled up to my house and, with a 
three-toned melody, summoned me toa 
ride to town with Fatsby, where I was to 
meet Jordan Almond for lunch. As we 
set off I noticed that he seemed unchar- 
acteristically ill at ease, and. if possible, 
chubbter than usual. 

“I know you've heard a lot of poppy- 
cock about me, old spam.’ he said. “I 
| just want to set the record straight, be- 
cause I have a favor to ask of you. You 
see, my family is from North Dakota, 
where we've owned a preal Peay po- 
tato farms for several penerations. Some 
years ago I fell vey much in love with a 
noodle heiress. Well, you can imagine 
the scandal—noodle people and potato 
people are of course mortal enemies— 
and her family forbade the match. 
When she ran off with a Wisconsin 
cheese man, I... took it rather hard... 
And sol,,.] eat to forget...” 


& 


as Pall 


ee 


At lunch Jordan Almond told me 
how, some years earlier, when she and 
Maizee were Brownng UP in Louisville, 
Maizee had been a thin, pale girl who 
had gone “absolutely nuts” over a 
young man named Jay Fatsby, who had 


started a gourmet catering business in | 


town. “She just adored his chicken 
Kiev? Jordan explained. “And as she 
continued to see him, Maizee ate more 
and more—and she gained weight! She 
filled out. Id never seen her so happy. 
“Then someone got sick on one of 
Fatsby’s meals—some nervous old dow- 
ager—and he'd had to leave town, He 
wanted Maizee to go with him, but she 
was so young. Well, after he left, she was 
desolate. She stopped eating and be- 
came almost anorectic. She met Thyme 
ata Kentucky Derby barbecue, and 
when he proposed a week later, she said 
es. The night before the wedding I 
ound her in her hotel room, and she 
was a mess. She'd sent down for a lot of 
faney veal and fish dishes, with heavy 
French sauces and everything, and she 
was practically incoherent. We cleaned 
her up, and had her stomach pumped. 
and the next day she married Thyme 


and that-was that. She never mentioned 


Fatsby again—until 1 asked you if he 
was your neighbor.” 

Jordan then relayed Fatsby’s request: 
Would I consent to invite Maizee to my 


my 
iil | 


“Try to see things from my point of view” 
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house for lunch, and let him come, too? 
[ agreed, and remarked on the coin- 
cidence of Fatsby’s mansion being so 
near to Maizee’s home. 

Jordan Almond looked at me oddly. 
“But it’s not a coincidence at all? she 
said finally. “He bought the place so he 
could be near her.” 

Then that was it. Fatsby held feasts of 
sybaritic excess, all to impress a girl who 
had “adored his chicken Kiev.” In that 
fading afternoon light | marveled at the 
stubborn, devious mysteries of the 
human heart, and taste buds, and 
stomach. 


=———={ CHAPTER VE 

Fatsby arrived a half hour early on 
the day of the lunch, 

“T thought Id bring over a few things, 
old spam,” he said haltingly, and mo- 
tioned to another man behind him. In- 
stantly a squad of seven chefs filed past 
me into the kitchen and, before I could 
object, set about prepare trout aman- 
dine, wild rice with herbs, green beans 
sauté, and an assortment of petits fours. 
I. my poor roast chicken no longer | 
needed, escorted Fatsby into the parlor. 

“This isn't necessary,’ | told him. 
“You're trying to overwhelm her with 
food. isn't love? 

He looked. at-me incredulously. 
“Food isn't love?” he said, astonished. 
“Why. of course it is!” 

Then the doorbell rang, and Maizee, 
thin as a bread stick, her milk- white 
dress brilliant against the spinach 
souffle green of the lawn beyond, 
smiled ecstatically, “And will everythin 
be terribly delicious, my sweetie pic? 
she trilled. 

I ushered her into the parlor, and was 
shocked to find it deserted. Then from 
the direction of the kitchen came a mild 
clearing of the throat, and Fatsby stood 
there miserably, bearing, like a pudg’ 
butler, a platter of crudités and a sma 
dish of pale pink dip. 

He entered self-consciously with the 
tray as Maizce loutered in polite terror. I 
said, idiotically, “Oh, the dip 1s here.’ 
and Fatsby stuttered, “Um... yes” Then 
[ hastily withdrew. From behind the 
closed kitchen door, over the subdued 
clatter of the chefs, I heard Maizce say, 
with wonder, “You made this dip, didn't 
you, Jay?” Murmurs followed. After a 
decent interval | seized a tray of mush- 
room puffs and noisily reentered the 
parlor, 

Maizee and Fatsby were sitting on 
opposite sides of the worn couch, ae 
ing into each other's eyes. He munched 
a verdant stalk of broccoli, she nibbled 
a pale cauliflower bud. When he saw 
me Fatsby stood up. 

“The dip is superb, old spam,” he said 
heartily. For a moment | think he ac- 
tually believed I had made it. “Look 
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here, I thought ['d show Maizee my 
kitchen. You come too.” 

Fatsby’s kitchen was predictably im- 
mense. Maizee stared with something 
approaching awe as Fatsby dashed here 
and there, opening the polished wood 
cupboards, gesturing impatiently into 
the closet-sized refrigerator, dismissin 
with a cavalier wave the extra-large fee 
tube of the Cuisinart. Finally, with a 
dramatic flourish, he stopped before a 
tall, narrow cabinet. 

“This is the spice closet,’ he said. “I 
have a man in India who ships spices to 
me whole, and the staff grinds them 
here”” Throwing open the door, he 
began unloading jars and tins and bot- 
tles into Maizee’s arms. There were 
herbs and spices of every imaginable 
color and form—leaves and powders, 
berries and barks, golden garam ma- 
salas and field green bouquets garnis. | 
heard a sound, and saw that Maizee 
was crying. 

“T’m sorry,’ she said through a trickle 
of salty tears, smiling and weeping with 
swect-and-sour emotion. “I think I’m 
allergic to this fenugeek” 

“greek.” Fatsby said softly. 

“Yes.” Maizee said. “Greek* 


$$$ CHAPTER VI-E—— 
Jay Fatsby was born James Fatz, to 
oor parents who owned a German 
uncheonette in Fargo. North Dakota. I 
know this because, later, Vatsby told me 
his true history. Young James was af- 


a 


flicted with that most American of dis-_| 


eases, the desire to make a killing in the 
food industry. He possessed a wild, un- 
restful talent, and enough native wis- 
dom to know that, in America, quality 
was subservient to convenience. When, 
while roaming the country in search of 
his destiny, he met Ray Cork, a San 
Diego entrepreneur, he was ready. 
ork mentioned that he was consid- 
ering buying out a pair of brothers 
named Macdonough who had: started 
a hamburger stand somewhere. But 
Cork worried about the start-up costs 
for a quantity of beef sufficient to 
launch the enterprise on a large-enough 
scale. Fatsby listened, nodded. and gave 
his advice in a single word. It was 
enough to crack go the perfect coco- 
nut of his future. When Fatsby arrived 
in Louisville, he brought with him a 
new name a ae from a Fargo po- 
tato company where he had worked for 
a year) and the first in a continuing 
series of payments made him by a 
rateful, and increasingly successful, 
‘ork. He enrolled in and graduated 
from cooking school, after which he 
met Maizee. 


Thyme came with Maizee to Fatsby’s 
next picnic. The two men met, for a rea- 
son I no longer remember, in the 


smoked-fish pavilion. 

“Do try the salmon, old spam.” 
Fatsby said provocatively. 

“| don’t like salmon? Thyme replied, 
as though responding to an insult. “I’m 
a meat-and-potatoes man” 

“Well, then, there is a fine leg of lamb 
over there,’ Fatsby said agreeably, 
pointing across the yard. 

“Lamb isn't meat.” 

“Oh, Thyme, don’t be awful tonight?’ 
Maizee said with forced brightness. 
“Lamb is meat. Isn't it, everybody? Isn't 
it just?” 

Later, when I found myself alone 
with them, Thyme said, “Who is this 
Fatsby, anyway? Some kind of fast-food 
hustler?” 

“He made absolutely millions in ca- 
tering?’ Maizee said slowly. “One year 
he did every single bar mitzvah in Balt- 
more without ever serving chicken 
chow mein” 

“Says you. I think [’ll find out about 
him?" 

After they left I stood with Fatsby on 
his rear terrace and watched as the few 
thousand remaining stragglers exca- 
vated a pit, then slaughtered and barbe- 
cued a bull. 

“She didn't like it, old spam? he said, 
grim. “Maizee didn’t have a good time? 

“Of course she did?” I said ineffectu- 
ally. “The Swedish meatballs were. de- 


| liclous—” 

But his thoughts were of a night years 
before. On a porch swing in trembling 
spring moonlight he gazed into the eyes 
of a woman who had grown soft and 
round on his cog au vin, his estouffade 
de boeuf, his gratin dauphinois. He bent 
to her, knowing that when he kissed her 


his shapeless, eternal dream into the 
fixed and finite Jell-O mold of a single 
mortal woman. Then their lips touched, 
and she opened for him like an arti- 
choke, and the recipe was complete. 


Several days later Maizee invited me 
for lunch. Jordan, and also Fatsby, 
would be there. My neighbor had told 
me that Maizee had been visiting him 
fairly frequently of late—“for pastry les- 
sons.’ I looked forward to the afternoon 
with a kind of fascinated dread. 

The occasion was one of unrelieved 
tension. On the rear patio Thyme shook 
Fatsby’s hand and, as we sat on cush- 
ioned chairs, said gruffly. “Sloppy Joes 
for lunch, if that’s okay with you.’ 

“But it’s divine with him:’ Maizee 
cried. “He can eat anything. Like most 
civilized human beings.” 

at Joes are fine, old spam?’ 
Fatsby said nervously. 

“We're all mad about/your sloppy 
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he would be pouring the roiling froth of: 


65 


| 
| 


Joes?’ Maizee insisted, a bit wildly. 


Thyme looked at her and said, “I 


want to talk to you” We watched as 


_ husband and wife stepped inside. 


SS )sWY S/S S—S—O—O 00808 


Fatsby muttered quietly. “This is 
dreadful” 

“Sometimes she puts her foot in her 
mouth? Jordan said. 

| added, “And her voice, It's—” 

“Her voice is full of honey,’ Fatsby 
said suddenly, There was a pause. 

“No? Jordan said, “Her voice is full 
of... rummy? 

“Her voice is full of chutney? I tried. 
“Her,..her tummy is full...no..! 

“Her voice is full of yummy,” Fatsby 
said, 

That was it. Maizee’s voice was de- 
licious, a confection that, for every sec- 
ond you heard it. brought a delightful, 
evanescent satiation, 

Thyme and Maizee returned, She sat 
Ope pee Fatshby and murmured, 
“You're such a gentleman. You would 
eat anything, wouldn't you..* 

“Well—” 

She looked into his eyes too long, and 
said, “And you can cook anything, too” 

Thyme stared. His wife had con- 
fessed she loved another man, or, at 
least, his cooking. Quickly she fluttered, 
“Oh, let's not eat here! Let's go to town 


and have a nice bie steak!” 


_—_ i SSS 


bb 


Thyme snorted, nodded decisively, 
then stood up and began herding us up 


and through the door into the house. | 
“You don’t like sloppy Joes?” he barked | Cumin,’ Frankfurter explained. 
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at Fatsby. “Fine! Let’s go to town, then. | 


We'll all have Szechuan fried brains, or 
something. I can eat crazy stuff, too? 

We were appalled into helplessness, 
Fatsby said, “Look here, old spam, 
that’s not necessary—” 

“No, | want to.’ Thyme insisted, “It’s 


| Maizee’s idea, and she has great ideas. 


But I want to drive your car.’ 
“Mine?” Fatsby said. 


| 
“Yeah, I happen to like Cadillacs, 


Okay?” 


| e stood in an eddy of confusion, | 
_ looking at one another. 


“Oh, that’s silly” Maizee said, taking 


Fatsby’s hand, “Thyme, you take Jor- | 


dan and Nick in your car, and I'll go 


with Jay in his?” She led Fatsby off to- | 
_ ward the custard Eldorado. 


Desperate to avoid the trip, I pro- 
tested that I couldn't wait, since I hadn't 
any breakfast that day... 

“Don't worry’ Thyme snarled as we 
climbed into his white Mercedes. “We'll 
stop at thal nice little roadside joint and 
grab a burger. Tide you over till lunch” 

Despite my and Jordan’s halfhearted 
deta we pulled up to Quality Food. 

nside, Frankfurter wanly buffed the 
counter, looking pastier and paler than 
ever, Thyme ordered three hamburgers, 
and while they sputtered on the grill he 
glanced at agar) around, A noise 
coming from. the floor above drew his 
attenuon. 


“See what happens when a white girl marries a schwartze?” 


“Got my wife locked in up there, Mr, | 


“Found out those trips to town of hers 
werent quite kosher. Gonna sell this 
lace aa get outa here. Besides..? He 
indicated with his chin the yellow sign 
outside, It now read 76 BILLION, “Them 
fast-food chains are breakin’ my back” 

Thyme looked panic-stricken. First 
his wife and now his mistress were es- 
caping his control. He bolted his ham- 
burger in three bites and urged us to eat 
ours in the car. Frankfurter wrapped 
them in waxed paper, and as we settled 
into the seats I glimpsed curtains part- 
ing in a window on the second floor. 
Calling frantically out to us, her cries in- 
audible over the din of passing traffic, 
was Sugar Frankfurter. 

In the city, we ended up, by some 
miracle of coordination, at the Oak 
Room at the Plaza, Thyme declined a 
menu and ordered a steak: Jordan 
chose a chef's salad, I a plate of lamb 
chops, and Fatsby the linguine and 
mussels. Maizee refused to order. 

“Come on, damn it, eat something,’ 
Thyme snapped. “Get the prime rib? 

“| don’t want your prime rib? Maizee 
whispered. 

“You can share my linguine;’ Fatsby 
said tenderly. 

“If she’s sharing anybody’s food, it'll 
be mine’ Thyme said, wheeling on him, 
A waiter clashed carving knives three 
tables away. 

“She hates your meat and potatoes,” 
Fatsby said. “Look at her old spam. 
She's wasting away eating your meals.” 

“Me?” Maizee said, her laugh edging 
hysteria, “Why, I’m the healthiest, hap- 
prest little girl in the whole—” 

“She hates your food the way she 
hates you? Fatsby declared. “I'm the 


| one she loves, Not you. Never you, with 


your pathetic well-done pot roasts...” 
“What?” Thyme exclaimed. “You're 
telling me who’ pathetic?” He appealed 


| to Maizee. “You know how he made his 


money? It was fast food, all mght. You 
know what they make their burgers out 
of? Kangaroo!” 

“It’s extremely tasty!’ Fatsby said 
ently to Maizee. “You'd like it, darling. 
‘ll make you a stew sometime—” 

She looked at him, not with horror 
but with unrecognition. “Please, 
Thyme, | want to go home,’ she said 
with effort. 

Fatsby persevered for a few more 
fruitless minutes, explaining, denying, 
atid: for understanding. But 

aizee only retreated from him more 
and more, until at last she begged 
to leave, just as the waiter brought 
our orders, 

“You go with Mr. Fatsby in his car’ 
Thyme said. “You'll be okay now. I’m 
gonna finish this steak? 

A moment later Fatsby and Maizee 
were gone, 

(Cc oN TIN U 
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A FIELD 


GUIDE TO 


The Little People 


OF NORTH AMERICA 


GENTLE READERS, WE TRESPASS UPON 
your valuable etc. to call to your atten- 
tion a lavishly illustrated volume pub- 
lished at a recent date by Bantam 
Books, containing, as it does, a good 
deal of arcane, amusing, and useful 
lore concerning the existence, habits, 
and whereabouts of certain pre- 
ternaturals native to these shores. 

Its title is The Secret; its. text. was 


written by your humble servants, ‘Ted 
Mann and Sean Kelly, quondam edi- 
tors of this publication; the soft sculp- 
tures of the diminutive “immortals” 
were executed by JoEllen Trilling and 
photographed in situ by Ben Asen. 
Herewith an excerpt. (Do not fail to 
hasten out and purchase your per- 
sonal copy of this publication, which 
could be greatly to your advantage). 


MALL BUSINESSMEN 


Eine kleine. Nock Miickenstich 


Range: It is the custom of wealthy ce- 
lebrities, when they are accepting 
awards and tributes, to thank “all the 
Little People behind the scenes” Behind 
the Little People, in turn, are Small 
Businessmen. The Little People work 
for them. 

These clever wee creatures can be 
found the world over: haggling over 
sickly sweet coffee in Middle astern 
cafes, bargaining between puffs of 
noxious herbs in Oriental bazaars, and, 
here in America, axon their tiny 
fists upon the desks in small (naturally) 
claims court. 


Habits: These diminutive entrepreneurs 
have frequently been accused (by the 
emiaiiminded) of petty larceny. But 
while he does, occasionally, sell short, 
the Small Businessman is much too 
concerned with his stature in the busi- 
ness community to short-change any- 
one! He often complains (and small 
wonder) that he is facing extinction as a 
result of encroachment upon his mar- 
kets by Corporate Giants and the Tax 
Burden. 


History: The American Small Business- 
man is probably a Red Inkling of (low- 


land) Scottish extraction, although he 
might also be descended from the 
French “petits bourgeois,’ those wizards 
of “ledger de main? In the Old Days, 
whenever a dragon's lair was discov- 
ered, some warrior elves would make 
sO bold as to try to steal the dragon's 
gold hoard. The Small Businessman 
used to set up a ticket booth at the 
mouth of the cave. 

In the sweatshops of Small Business- 
men, the basic fabric of our econom 
was woven and our money laundered. 
Two examples of entrepreneurmanship 
which they recently inspired are “Rural 
Cottage Industries.” a mammoth cartel 
producing prefab cottages, and “Mom 
and Pop Stores,’ in which wealthy 
urban orphans can purchase a nice new 
set of parents. 


Spotter’s Tips: The Small Businessman 

is seldom far from a telephone. By 

_ Means of this instrument, he makes 

} | small talk into the wee hours—and a 

» | nice Jittle profit. Traces of his handi- 

work can often be detected in small 

print. He is known to be short on cash at 

tax time and a finy bit slow paying bills. 

His skill at maintaining a /ow overhead 
dwarfs that of a large corporation. 
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HE PHILHARMONIC ORC 


Cacophonous gloriosus 


Range: Enormous chandeliered mau- 
soleums named after extinct robber 
barons are the customary haunts of 
these myopic Neanderthals, but they 
may also be seen—and heard—on Pub- 
lic Television, FM radio, wine-bar 
Muzak systems, BMW cassette decks, 
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and wherever gouty millionaires doze in 
red plush seats beside their buxom 
spouses. 


Habits: The Philharmonic Orc high- 
browbeats the citizenry into believing 
that he and only he has the right to 


| make loud noises—or for that matter 


any noise at all. To this end, he has cre- 
ated an inefficient dinosaur of a noise- 
making machine, the Symphony 
Orchestra, to which respect, homage, 
and bucks must be paid. 

He hushes you with a lordly hiss, 
should you chance to cough during a 
pause in his machine's noisemaking. His 
vicums leap to their feet shouting 
“bravo” (for men) and “brava” (for 
women) during other pauses. He re- 
serves for himself the nght to be first 
clap in and last clap oul. 

He is the moving spirit behind the 
granting of vast sums of public moncy 
to subsidize art forms which are patron- 
ized largely by persons with vast private 
wealth. If music be the food of love, the 
Philharmonic Orc is providing food 
stamps for the upper class. 

He has insidiously hornswoggled us 
all into the certainty that only music 
composed before 1900, as interpreted 
by seven dozen of his monkey-suited 
thralls, is serious. 


History: The Philharmonic Orc claims 
kinship with both the Phantom of the 
Opera and the emigré Sugar Plum 
Fairy. He also maintains an unhol 
marriage of convenience with the Cul- 
ture Vulture. 

For reasons difficult to fathom, the 
Germans, Italians, Russians, and 
French all proudly claim him as their 
own. Like the Vampire, a similarly at- 
tired, decadent, and aristocratic monster, 
the Philharmonic Ore came compara- 
tively recently to the New World—but 
he wasted no time inspiring the nouveaux 
riches of the Main Line, wild frontier, 
and Barbary Coast to erect (by public 
subscription) Opery Houses, those 
gauche and gilded temples sacred to 
his cult. 

These days he is more likely to cause 
the construction (by tax deductible do- 
nation) of a square-mile-sized, pre- 
stressed concrete neo-fascist-styled, 
totally unnecessary acoustical joke 
called The (fill in the politicians name 
here) Center for the Performing Arts. 


Spotter’s Tips: An overture (con brio) 
of clinking crystal and silver cigarette 
cases snapping; a pizzicato of popping 
collar buttons; an arpeggio of uncul- 
tured pearls; a scherzo of stomach 
noises; a continuo of muted flatulence: 
a crescendo of self-satisfied sighs; a di- 
minuendo of sucked dentures; and a 
coda of sonorous snores. 


AITRE D’EAMON 


Taboo d’hote 


Range: From the wine racks to the coat- 
check room, from the sanitary hand- 
drying machine in the restroom to the 
basin of See mints by the cash regis- 
ter, from the “have it our way” rough- 
age window to the garbage-gobbling 
clown can in the parking lot, the Maitre 
D’eamon calls Americas many elegant 
eateries his home away from home. 


Habits: The Maitre D’eamon sees to it 
that when you arrive at a restaurant, the 
parking lot is full, but a smiling young 
man is there to take your car. When you 
escape the restaurant some hours later, 
the smiling young man is not there. 
Neither is your car. That is the work of 
the Maitre D’eamon, whose highest 
calling is to give his victims an evening 
they will never forget. 

yen you enter a restaurant to cele- 
brate your anniversary (after planning 
the occasion for weeks), it is the Maitre 
[Deamon who concocts a mix-up in the 
reservations. It is he who arranges for 
you to wait at the bar for an hour with 
three intoxicated salesmen until the 
captain says, “Oh, have you been wait- 
ing long? We should have a table for 
you any minute.” 

Forty minutes later, you are seated. 
The mysterious stains left on the table- 
cloth by the Maitre D’eamon give you 
something to talk about until your 
waiter gets back from the dentist. The 
Maitre has kindly scen to it that you are 
seated right by the kitchen door so you 
have a chance to see how real dish- 
washers smoke marijuana. (Look at the 
cook. Did you know they worked with 
their shirts off?) 

At last your dinner arrives. You do 
not recognize it, thanks to the Maitre 
D’eamon. It was under his influence 
that you ordered what looks like a bri- 
quet from the bowels of Mordor’s 
Mount Doom, and a frozen something 
from icy Lapland. 

Dessert? Coffee? A liqueur? Just the 
bill? Very well. 

The Maitre D’eamon has seen to it 
that the restaurant does not take credit 
cards. A check? The restaurant does not 
take checks. Cash? It does not take 
cash. Krugerrands., The restaurant takes 
Krugerrands. 

As you are leaving, the D’camon in- 
spires your waiter to tell you how much 
the staff enjoyed watching you eat with 
all the wrong cutlery. You exit the res- 
taurant to the gales of the busboys’ 
laughter and the sight of the captain's 
palm, patiently waiting for his tip, 


No inconvenience is too great for the 
Maitre D’eamon, so long as it is more 
inconvenient for you. 


History: The Maitre is un-American. 
He is unspeakable, uncivilized, in- 
human: the Maitre D’eamon is French. 
Arriving in America with Lafayette, he 
first conveyed his lack of manners to 
Jefferson's butlers in Monticello. From 
there, he moved north to the capital, 
where he currently inflicts a four-star 


“jue J \ ro 


array Of annoyances on devotees of 
Michelin and McDonald’s alike. 


Spotter’s Tips: You will find this crea- 
ture wherever you find hammered cop- 
ner coats-of-arms on the walls, tufted 
baupateede dining nooks, unlimited 
salad bars, the piano stylings of Hugh 
LaGoon, sink-sized brandy snifters, a 
wine list as big as a family Bible, and a 
waiter whose hair has been painted 
on,..by the Maitre D’eamon himself. 


National Lampoon 69 


EODESIC 


GNOME 


Mustus aqueductus 


Range: The Geodesic Gnome’s range Is 
functionally determined. Depending 
upon his needs, abilities, and the 
“alge and climate conditions, he can 

e virtually anywhere. Design, the 
prime concern of the Geodesic 
Gnomes, is not simply what isn’, nor 
what 1s wished for. Design is what should 
be. Thus, they glimmer and tower from 
Manhattan’s skyscrapers, all in a (van 
der) Rohe, to downtown Houston, the 
best little Bauhaus in Texas. 


Habits: Geodesic Gnomes are the 
sources of most architectural in- 
spiration, though they have been 
known to addle the pate of the odd con- 
tractor as well. 

They are small and love to sleep on 
architects’ scale models, which they de- 
mand be executed precisely and com- 
pletely. Thus, the scale model of 
anything from a redesigned library to a 
suburb always looks terrific, however 
uninhabitable the creation is when ren- 
dered in reality. 

The Gnomes urge bold experimenta- 
tion and flights of fancy. They inspire 
dreams, visions—castles in the au; if you 
will. And castles in the air they get, with 
wry drafty basements. 

;ossamer-roofed arenas in the snow 
belt, skywalks that sway in time to 
music, and mile-high towers that shed 
their windows like autumn leaves are 
among their accomplishments. 

Nor do they neglect interiors—any- 
one who has hurtled headfirst into a 
conversation pit or walked smack-dab 
into a plate-glass room divider has met 
the Geodesic Gnome. 

No American architect has gone en- 
tirely uninfluenced by them. The genius 
who first designed koa closets for 
his clients’ homes (as well as self-dump- 
ing drawers) was in the thrall of th 
Gnome. Legal considerations require 
that we withhold that architect’s name, 
but we can tell you he later went on to 
design the first rotating insurance com- 
pany headquarters. Buckminster Fuller. 
perhaps the Gnome’s best known vic- 
tim, showed this influence clearly in his 
early design for an naderground aviary 
for tropical fowl, which was built in the 
late 1950s near Hojo, New Mexico. This 
subterranean bird house intended to 
use the heat of adjacent mud springs to 
cut heating costs; however, the poison- 
ous fumes and solvent properties of the 
mud first killed all the birds, then 
caused the entire structure to collapse 
upon itself. To this day, geysers spewing 
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feathers and steam serve as an example 
to young architects of the creative in- 
fluence of the Geodesic Gnomes. 


History: There is no doubting this crea- 
ture’s Nordic origins. They are as Scan- 
dinavian as a shin-ripping coffee table, 
and Germanic as a looming, trembling 
cantilever. They were banished from 
the Teutonic Old World when the Rain- 
bow Bridge to Aasgard, an carly con- 
struction of theirs, collapsed under a 
party of returning Valkyries. 

None of the useful and attractive na- 
tive dwellings in the North and East of 
the New World—igloos, longhouses, 
leepees, elc.—appealed to them. But 
they were truly excited by the sight of 
the pucblos of the Southwest, which in- 
pe the Gnomes’ great City Planning 

reakthrough Idea—the vertical slum. 

Any Urban Renewal Program which 


takes a sprawling community of work- 
ing-class people, bulldozes it, and builds 
in its place a mile-high cabinet in which 
the middle class can be filed away is the 
work of the Geodesic Gnome. 


Spotter’s Tips: By the presence of any 
of the following structures and artifacts, 
one may know that the Geodesic 
Gnome has been up to his tricks: hex- 
agonal, tinfoil toilet seats; an apart- 
ment gutted to resemble a loft; a loft 
baffled to resemble an apartment; 
square coffee cups; cutting boards of 
stainless steel and sinks of butcher 
block; industrial compounds planted 
on the rich Midwestern loam; poly- 
ester-pipeline-sprinklered, air-condi- 
tioned, domed, and doomed farms in 
the Southwestern desert; the paving 
over of forest, field, and stream for a 
thruway to the Nature World Park. 


WEFT WING SYMP/RIGHT WING TROG 


| A 2 ead 
di Pox populi, Sinister dexterque 


Range: These two highly political, ar- 
gumentative, and totally symbiotic crea- 
tures prefer to stalk such public forums 
as the podia of awards ceremonies and 
the sidewalks in front of embassies, but 
they may also be found in humbler set- 
tings, such as state chambers, barber- 
shops, and the corridors of detox 
centers in depressed urban areas. 


Habits: By means yet unknown, these 
inseparable creatures shape the opin- 
ions of the opinion shapers. It has been 
suggested that through water fluorida- 
tion, the Symp lures young folk to the 
Left, while the Trog summons their 
elders to the Right with a stern clarion 
call, in a deep, daddy-like voice. 

It was once believed that the Trog- 
Symp was a two-headed creature, its 
twin (and empty) skulls joined at the 
nose, the better to exchange glares. In 
fact, they share a heart (half-hard, half- 
bleeding) and not one mortal protégé of 
either is uninfluenced by the other. 

Thus, the radical Liberal, protesting 
one governmental agency’s invasion of 
his files and telephone, has much in 
common with the extreme Conserva- 
tive, objecting to another governmental 
agency's attempt to register his rifle and 
audit his tax returns—for both are 
moved to lodge their principled com- 
plaints with the same (and yet another) 
governmental agency! 

There is nothing more pleasing to the 
Symp-Irog than the sight of two mor- 
tals defending to one another’s death 
each other’s right to disagree. 


History: Resembling as they do the tra- 
ditional “Winged Victories” of France 
and the radical “Red Cap” Foletti of 
Italy, these contrary conjoined creatures 
were clearly born of mixed French and 
Italian parentage in the Old World. Be- 
fore emigrating to the New, they di- 
vided their time between homelands, 
laying the groundwork for the astonish- 
ing number of strongly opposed and 
universally despised political parties 
which to this day succeed each other in 
their respective ay Sac capitals, 
Arriving late to the New World by 
the standards of the first fairy emigrants 
(there was so much to do in the home- 
lands), these politics-loving creatures 
reached America on the Mayflower. 
Upon landing at Plymouth, the once- 
rsecuted Puritans, erstwhile disciples 
of the Left Winged Symp, were con- 
fronted by prospects of vast power and 
real estate, and instantly converted to 


the side of the Right i Trog. 

At the Constitutional Convention, 
the Trog inspired John Adams while the 
Symp supported Thomas Paine. When 
Adams eventually assumed the presi- 
dency, the Se ae tae the Symp con- 
vinced Citizen Tom to split for France. 

Since then, the Trog-Symp has in- 
spired Americans to take belligerent 
and opposing sides in civil wars, their 
own and other people's (Spain, Viet- 
nam, Ireland, El Salvador...), 

A consensus is commonly supposed 
to emerge from the colliding and often 

aradoxical opinions advocated by the 
WS/RWT. o can quarrel with a 
two-party system? And if, instead of a 
consensus, a pork-barrelling stalemate 
results, who can deny that a two- 


headed, bipartisan beast is yet superior 
to the four-headed fairy of this kind 
which haunts Canada or the one with 
the thirteen-way split personality that is 
the scourge of Mexico? 


Spotter’s Tips: Both the Trog and 
Symp hibernate between elections, liv- 
ing off their store of little-known facts. 
Periodically, they emerge to view the 
issues, but return to their hole immedi- 
ately if they see even the shadow of 
doubt. At election time, they emerge 
and lend candidates not just the cour- 
age to confront the issues but the stam- 
ina to recite them endlessly. Look for 
sans of them wherever slogans such as 
“Who needs a slogan when you can 
have a promise?” are heard. " 
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Serving Hopeless, 
Worthless Junkies for 


Part of the Summer 


Getan 0.C. and Stiggs 
~. Love House Tshirt 


Dear Sirs: | would like to order a 
Love House T-shirt because | 
sympathize with hopeless, 
worthless junkies exactly as 
O.C. and Stiggs do. Please 
find enclosed my check or 
money order for $5.95 plus 
$1.50 postage and handling 
(payable to National Lampoon) 
for each shirt ordered. 


—__small —__medium —large 
NAME 

(please print) 
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CITY STATE ZIP 


| enclose $____ to: 


National Lampoon Dept. NL1082, 
635 Madison Avenue, 
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OUR GANG 


(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 39) 
bain” Buckwheat says, rapping his fin- 
ger against the creature’s empty sheet- 
metal head. 

The Gang is stumped until Pete the 
pupa ppears, dragging an electrical wire 
in his mouth. Spanky sees that the wire 
stretches deep into the woods, follows it, 
and discovers its terminus: a peculiar 
assemblage of saw blades, phonograph 
arms, and electronic spel oe 
“Hey, this would make a great brain for 
our robot?’ Spanky beams, gathering u 
his find and stuffing it into the robot's 
head. Spanky’s right; soon the Gang’s 
lumbering, automaton heap is groaning 
and whirring across Mrs. Von Hay- 
duke’s yard, hefting couches and bu- 
reaus and half-ton armoires as if they 
were sticks. 

By nightfall, the job is nearly done; 
all that remains is the grand piano. 
“How come its brain is making that 
clicking ratchet noise?” Froggy asks, as 
the robot hoists the piano over its head 
and plods toward the house. Suddenly, 
a collection of amber and ivory lights 
materializes in the sky and begins to de- 
scend, growing larger and more com- 

lex as it moves through the clouds. 

lectric power flickers in the house. 
Wind surges and flurries; the robot 
sways, nearly Sopp its load. “What's 
going on here?” Mrs. Von Hayduke 

arks crankily. “If anything happens to 
that piano, you'll not be paid a cent.” 

Alfalfa gets an idea. In a flash, he and 
Spanky return from their shattered 
clubhouse with crates of black powder 
and dynamite, which they scatter on the 
ground beneath the ever-lowering circle 
of lights, now discernible as a bowl- 
shaped craft, shaking the ground like an 
earthquake, generating great forces of 
electromagnetism and wind. “Hurry! 
Set the detonator’ Spanky yells as the 
robot totters closer to a fall. “We'll blow 
up that crazy spaceship and then the air 
disturbances will stop and our robot 
will be able to carry the piano to the 
house without falling down?” 

A ramp drops from the craft; a small, 
upright, reptilian creature with im- 
mense eyes waddles to it from the trees 
and ascends. “Home? it squeaks, as the 
charges go off, blasting the creature and 
the strange glowing vessel to cinders. 

Unfortunately for the Gang, the ex- 

losion is also too much for their robot. 
t swerves across the lawn, staggering in 
wild circles, just as Stymie’s injured 
monkey appears. The robot finally 
stumbles, OPE the piano on the 
monkey. Mrs. Von Hayduke calls the 
police, who arrive by the hundreds and 
chase the Gang to the horizon, real fast, 
like in an old-time movie. A 
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- didn’t see them 
_ then Sugar Fran 


Fatsby 
(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 66) 
We ate rapidly and without speaking, 


save for the single full-mouthed 
mumble from Thyme, “Needs salt?’ 


Then we paid the bill and set off in 


Thyme's car for Long Island, and death. 


George Wilson, the mechanic whose 
garage was next to Joe Frankfurter’s 
doomed greasy spoon, witnessed the 
tragedy. 

“| was working on a Pontiac in the 
afternoon, and the garage door was up, 


rangement, tracked down the yellow 


Cadillac that Wilson saw, until with | 


fated inevitability he arrived at his desti- 


| nation. Fatsby, meanwhile, had asked 


his chefs to prepare a hot vegetable 
CuITY, Its certain pain peninps a gour- 
mets penance for all that had trans- 


_ pired, Frankfurter somchow penetrated 


and | saw this big yellow Caddy pull up | 


to Joe’s. This fat man and this real 
skinny gal get out, and she’s saying, ‘But 
they never even heard of tarragon here, 
and he says, ‘Don't worry, I'll tell them 
how to make it? Then they went inside. 
But fifteen minutes later, here they 
come running out, and she’s crying, and 
he says, “How was I supposed to know 
they used pressed chicken breast?’ | 
| eet in the car but just 
Kefurter comes running 
out waving their check in the air, yelling, 


| “Hey. what about this, ya lousy stiffs! 


But the car just backed up right into her 
and peeled out and drove away? 
Thyme, Jordan, and | stopped to see, 
drawn by the crowd, the police. cars. 
and the ambulance. Thyme’s reaction 


when he beheld the inert heap of Sugar | 


Frankfurter’s body was to steel himself 
and speak gruffly to her husband. Only 
once we were back in the car and driv- 
ing toward home did he begin to weep, 
saying, “That damned fat man and his 


| damned chicken salad!” 
They dropped me off in West Ham, 


and | was just approaching my house 
when I saw Fatsby, staring Frou his ve- 
randa at the green dock light across the 
bay. | hailed him and approached his 
huge, dark mansion. 

“T told her it was crazy to drive with- 
out eating.” he said quietly. 

Then | guessed everything. “Maizee 
backed up into Mrs. Frankfurter?” 


the house and made his way to the 
kitchen, where it took less than a second 
to deposit the rat poison he bore into 
the simmering golden stew. 

Even Fatsby. whose palate vibrated 
like the shell of a violin at each note of 
flavor that sounded on his tongue, was 
unable to detect the poison amidst the 
complex turbulence of the curry. His 
butler discovered his body an hour 
later; Frankfurter’s corpse lay a few feet 
away. He. too, had tasted of the fatal 
dish. It was probably the finest, if brief- 
est, meal of his sad, drab life. 


SS CHAPTER [Xe 
I made the funeral arrangements. | 


_ mapel svrp. 


was not surprised to learn that Thyme , 


and Maizee had left town, reportedly to 
attend a chill festival in Texas. They, or 
rather Maizee, sent not even a wreath. 
Nor did any of the ravenous hun- 
dreds Fatsby had fed arrive to bid ‘him 
rest in peace, | thought I might have to 
comprise. the entire funeral party until, 
the day before the service 1 received 
word that Mr. Heinrich Fatz from 
Fargo. North Dakota, would attend the 
funeral. | met him atthe airport. He was 


_@ large, beefy German-immigrant. 
ho 


a 


He nodded. “I suggested she eat | 


something, before she fainted, so | 

ulled into that awful coffee shop, 
Faire wanted chicken salad, so | told 
the man there how to prepare it, but he 
laughed and that poor woman served 
us some horrible thing made out of 
pressed chicken roll. Maizee jumped up 
and ran out, and insisted on driving. So 
I gave her the keys and... but. of course, 
ri say I did it, old spam?” He shook his 
head. “I suppose we should have or- 
dered salade nicoise. 


— 
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The final events of the tragedy are 
only generally known. Frankfurter, 
after a night and day of misery and de- 
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- cookbooks and Calphalon, until one 


whose florid complexion and Old 
World accent seemed out of place on | 
“the Island? 

“| saw ze news on television’ he said 
soberly. “He vas a strange boy, our 
Jems. Look vut I discovuhd in his 
dresser ven ve vere cleaning it out? 

He handed me a picce of paper yel- 
lowed with age and limp from endless 
refolding. It was a recipe for French 
toast, scrawled in a boy's spindly hand. 

French Tost a la James Fatz 


Beat egg in bowl with milk. Add a lot of 
cinumin to taste. Dip in bread, cook in 
butter in pan. Put strawberrys or any- 
thing you like on top. Only use real 


“He vas a chenius viss food, dat boy. 
Couldn't vait to get out of our little res- 
taurant. Never liked our Cherman 
food—alvays French! French! French!” 

Fatsby believed in fine food as he be- 
lieved in that lime-green light over 
Maizee’s dock. His love for Maizee was 
a sauce he had years ago abandoned, 
and could not now pull together no 
matter how many picnics he planned, 
how many delicacies he dispensed. 
That green light represented the unity 
of food and love that yearly we discover 
to be illusory. Yet we try harder, buy im- 
ported ingredients, scheme for more 


fine meal... 

So we eat on, bloated but still fervent, 
borne back queasily to each new re- 
past. bd 


“Thirty-second floor, huh? 


I been up there... Tharsa hell ofa nice floor” 
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Nikolai 


So why pay the difference? 


If you think a higher priced vodka makes a better 
Bloody Mary, do yourself a favor. 

Conduct your own taste test, comparing Nikolai 
Vodka to Smirnoff—one of the highest priced national 
brands, Detect a difference? We couldn't. They're 


ee 
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SENERAL WINE « SPIRIT ny 


““TIMORE MD LAWRENCEL” 
750 ML (254 FLO 


both excellent. So next tume you buy vodka, 
remember there's one big difference between 
Nikolai and Smirnoff. The price. 
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CHOOL-BOARD MEMBERS IN 
Portage La Prairie. Mani- 
toba, Canada, voted to rid 
their school system’s lunch- 
rooms of exploding dinner- 
ware. The board was told that a 
number of dishes, advertised as un- 
breakable, had blown apart into jagged 
shards while sitting on a cafeteria 
counter. In supporting the decision. one 
board member noted: “Dishes that 
blow up after just two years of normal 
use are just too dangerous” CP (con- 
tributed by Ron Currier) 


IN A TOURIST GUIDE TO AN AMUSE- 
ment park in Kobe, Japan, native 
writers gave the following English-lan- 
guage descriptions of the park’s “riding 
machines”: “Double Loop’s Coaster: 
Two somersaults from twenty-eight 
meters high. Can you stand this fear? 
Viking: Your boat is rolled as if it is a 
leafin the stormy sea. Weightless feeling 
attacks you! Swing Around: Your body 
jumps up high and high by repeated 
space walk. Polyp: You will be in a state 
of stupor by unique motions of an oc- 
| topus’s paws. Dodge 'M: Get a kick by 
a crazy car against the rules. Cinema 


2000: Everybody can sland by a force- | 


fulscreen. lagada: You are jumped as if 
you are a parched sesame by a dancing 
flying pan, Magic House: Look! This 
house overturns! What do you want to 
do? Air Fighter: Take an aircraft and 
| drop your front one. Rock ‘W’ Roll: 
After you ride on a can, you are bran- 
dished and inverted” Easrern Economic 
Review (contributed by R. ‘Tschudh) 


THE WASHINGTON STATE BOARD OF 
Funeral Directors and Embalmers rep- 
rimanded William A. Allen of Allen's 
Evergreen Funeral Home in Seattle for 
“irreverential handling of the body of a 
deceased person” According to officials 
of the Washington Department of Li- 
| Soe, Allen went to the Brentwood 


——— 


SS 


Cig 


Manor Nursing home in nearby Ta- 
coma to pick up the body of a resident 
and, within view of the patients there, 
look the man’s body and “dragged it, 
bumping, down the stairway and the 
hall” Allen denied the charge. saying 
that he didn’t think the bodv ha 
“bounced on the stairs” Searle Times 
(contributed by Bill Muse) 


driving. Upon his release from the state 

rison In Lawley, Florida. he was asked 
W he thought about the girls. “} never 
think of them” he replied. “Why should 
I? | never saw them?’ UPI (contributed 
by Lorraine M. Lafkoll) 


A FAMILY OF TWELVE ASIAN REFUGEES 
was burned out of its Denver Colorado, 
home after they tried to build a fire in a 
plastic imitation fireplace. Rocky 
Mountain News (contributed by Ray- 
mond F Elsner) ; 


VIC OROZCO, THIRTY. WAS JAILED BY 
Vail, Colorado, police after he allegedly 
bit Bill Dolmayer, twenty-six, on the 
nose. The incident took place in a local 
IN FAIRFAX COUNTY. VIRGINIA, PRINCI- 
pal John Martin urged removal of the 
classic novel The Adventures of Huck le- 
berry Finn from school curricula, call- 
Ing it “racist.” “poison.” and “anti- 


bar called Cyrano’. Marl Daily (contrib- 

uted by Michael Hopwood) - 

FLORIDA OFFICIALS PAROLED FIGHTY- 

year-old Rolland “Doe” Slatzer after he 

swore never to drive in the state again.) American”’ Martin is principal of the 
Mark Twain Intermedtate School. 


| Slatzer. who is egely blind. had been 
convicted of manslaughter in the deaths | Washington Post (contributed by Joe 
of three young girls he ran over while | Ellis) 
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| This photograph and headline appeared on the front page of the Virginian-Pilot, a 


poy s irginia, area newspaper, The House referred to was actually the late G. 
| Robert House, Jr, a passenger on the plane. (contributed by Henry C. Whelchel) 
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He knows what he wants and 
he knows how to get it. And ever 
since he was a little kid there 
PATH) aCe dab bateam oCcmnnizetalacre Montes ac 
than anything else: to be a pro- 
fessional racing driver. 

His name is Michael Rosen 
PY aTe Wm covets hiam a\ck- Ime) al cio) amid a(oa aXe) ae 
test young drivers on the motor 
racing scene, At e-z wider we are very proud to be spon- 
soring Michael because his quest for excellence is a brilliant 
acid (erelakeyamoymolermern same alaboteoporemelceterlutoyamaeneleelitaratare 


excellence in the products we make. You know them: e-z 


MAIL TO: 


The House of Rizla, Mail Order Division 
Box 5428 Hicksville, New York 11816 


155 cxe-z wider 


wider cigarette rolling papers. 
SWarcnmack-ionlodhaselcdetalccianceltnerta 
buy anywhere. Each leaf in an 
e-z wider booklet is made of the 
highest quality, watermarked 
rice paper with a thin line of 
natural gum arabic for a perfect 
seal every time. And e-z widers 
are now available in the tradi- 
tional doublewide, 144 and 14 widths...and our newest 
Ui lauserdobhamceraniacelsmbr-aalecmbomy mm GaleldalpmetemaverlacnZema volte 
smoking preference may be, e-z wider’s got your size. 
And remember, when you're rolling your own, roll e-z. 


Yes, I'm ready to roll my own the e-z way. Please send me the following boxes | 
of e-z wider cigarette rolling papers. | certify that | am at least 18 years old 


Boxes, 25 bkits e-z wider double wide 


(N_Y. residents add 74% sales tax) 


Money Order 0 VISA# 


Master Card # 


Signature 


Name 
Street 


Cily 


mm. 


Total $ 
Exp. 


Exp. 


Zip 


Allow 4-6 weeks tor delivery 


The House of Rizla 485 Lexington Avenue New York, N.Y. 10017 (212) 922-1800 


Swell Places to Stay Readers’ Page 
VG a % | \ 


— a 


WS. Larsen, Midwest City. Okla. 


Guy Burry, Toronto, Canada Randall Enterprises, Cleveland, Ohio 
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‘Ski ASSPEN the TITILATING experience 


Rees cme cms cos on ot on os co om ome On OS om 


ASSPEN 


want to be the first to have a SKI 


poster or T-shirt. (Poster size 22” x 28") 


Ss! 


* 
Camp Art Graphics, Inc. 


13906 Ventura Bivd. “158 
Sherman Oaks, CA 91423 


OVISA 


Expires 


C MasterCard 
State 


Make checks payable to CAMP ART GRAFHICS, INC. 


5] 
® 
ww 
£ 
.*) 
o 
; & 
¥ o & 
o 
gz2, 2 
SRss 82 
9 2 ® = 
OOo Gz oO 
> 
Hn. § 2 
ae 
B 26F 
tS o ¢ 
” 2. 
@ _ f 2 
vas = 
a 2 & 
& & Oo 8 
a 9 g 
e i es 
eR Sg gs SHI 
ae &§ @e 
<2 o & ’ , * YT 
bso |x 8 XN C) ) 4 ™N 
“on o = i w & Oy Ld | 
3 o ° 
s | o 8 
2 = Ge 
a a 


ORDER NOW — LIMITED SUPPLY 


IMMEDIATE SHIPPING ¢ SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 


(213) 766-5111 


Animal House 


78 


was written by Chris Miller. 
Now you cain listen to Chris on an audio cassette of his 
original, X-rated stories, recorded live in concert. 


THRILL to “Pinto’s First Lay,’ for the squeals of delight in 


the story that spawned “The Magic Show.” 
Animal House, “Pinto’s First Lay and Other 
EXPERIENCE a society where = Stories’—almost an hour and 


eating meat becomes the sin 
of “Camivoral Knowledge” 
DISCOVER the real reason 


a half of hilarious, vulgar, 
raunchy, and fotally crazy 
humor from Chris Miller. 


Name 
Address 


| rr.) Zip 


7 Tl 


© 


|) Za 


_ Toget your cassetie, send $6.95, postpaid, to: 
alking Library. PO. Box 9337. North Hollywood, Calif. 94 


—————— eee. 


Visa and Mastercard users send 
card number, expiration date, and signature. 


O 


December 1982 


Y 


IS 


EVERY ARTIST, EVERY LABEL 


Nobody catalog edi lik 
re eae 
saa gi ; EVERY 


. R ARTIST AND 
EL — FROM POP, ROCK, AND JAZZ TO 
COUNTRY AND WESTERN. 


TREMENDOUS SAVINGS 


UST PRICE UST PRICE LIST PRICE 
.98 8.98 9.98 
LP OR LP OR 
CASSETTE CASSETTE 
FREE J&R RECORD CATALOG 


SEND FOR YOUR FREE 32-PAGE RECORD & 
TAPE CATALOG (FILLED WITH OVER 10,000 
DIFFERENT LISTINGS). MOST POPULAR ARTISTS & 
TITLES IN STOCK. Pon nen JAZZ. COUNTRY & 


SUPER FAST SERVICE 
J&R’s Computer Controlled Express Mail Order 
ice means NO DELAY 


cau _.. (800) 221-8180 


IN NLY., HAWAN & ALASKA: CALL (212) 732-6600 


AUDIO CASSETTES 


*5.95 TOK 06-90 
2.95 TDK UC6O 
52.49 TDK ADC90 


voc-s0 i 
MAXELL 1N-9O 2-Pack ¥ UCKS C-60 
TOK SAC-9O 12.39 SONY FeCrc-90 
TOK SACGO -_#2.37_BASF Pro 


MINIMUM ORDER 12 TAPES — ADDITIONAL 5% 
DISCOUNT ON 100 OR MORE ASSORTED TAPES 


23 PARK ROW, DEPT. NL1C, NYC 
HOW TO ORDER BY MAIL: FOR PROMPT AND COURTEOUS 
SHIPMENT ND MONEY ORDER, CERTIFIED CHECK, CASHIER'S 
CHECK, MAA ARD/VISA include card number. interhank NO 
expiration date and ¢ ture). OO NOT b 
AND BUSINESS CHECKS MUST CLEAR OUR BANK GEFORE 
PROCESSING $25 MINIMUM ORDER. soon HanoIng & 
insurance Charge is 5% of Total Order with a $3.95 minimum 
ALU.S., , HAWAI, PUERTO RICO, 
AND CANADA ONLY. (Canagian Orders AGO 10% shipping, with 
7.95 minimum charge) For shipments by alr. please double 


these charges NO €.0.0.'5. NEW YORK STATE RESIDENTS 

PLEASE ADD SALES TAX. ALL BRANO NEW, 

FACTORY FRESH AND 100% GUARANTEED. 
SOD 1 eo 


——n 


HARDWARE & GENERAL STORE 
———————sr-S—~S 


BRASS CUSPIDORS 


Solid brass and shiny as a pair of 
Sunday shoes, can be used as dandy 
planters, desk accessories, or im- 
proving your sharp-shooting aim. 
Large: 744" wide by 7" deep, $18.50. 
Small: 744" wide by 5" deep, $17.50. 
Both of my prices include delivery. 


Send check, money order or use American Express, 
Visa or MasterCard, including all numbers and 
signature. (Add 63%% sales tax for TN delivery.) 
For a free catalog, write to Eddie Swing at the above 
address. Telephone: 615-759-7184. 
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=e 
60 Main St., Lynchburg, TN 37352 
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Al 


: DIDYOUCALL ~ 
FOR A BABY-SITTER? / 


“YES, \y@p 
\ INDEEDY-DO!_} ~ 


MY NAME'S 
/ SCOOTER.SCOOTER ‘iim 
SMINBED PROMPTLY) L 
a , MPTLY | ET OU 
ME IF |GET OUT 
BY4:00AM. _- } OF LINE. 


1, j 
ae” i aii} diy eT at a, 
hy ih va i) uit) 


~” \NELL, ['M , iz } 

— ARE YOU | 
SRA. TIME COR | SURE YOURE A TWO. 
MY NINE-O'CLOCK / case | YEAR-OLD? 
‘FEEDING! oe ~! | 


7 C NURSIE-NURSIE! 
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tasy. Experi 
te, high-Ppe 


S. 
nd on wheels. 

ears of research, 

ical wizardry and in 


GP-1011 
Mini-Chassis Cassette Car 
stereo. AM/FM. 7 x2 Watts, 
5 station pre-set FM noise 
blanker. spl red 


ic. 
cagsurTs oTeReo wn § | el b sound thinking and 
a ‘\ p d by a driven commitment to give 
a - gordinary sound reproduction 
that is clearly unfo e. 
TEN delivers the kind of perfor- 
will call legendary, and 


pre-set. CRO, -Metal Tape 
gees mance that some 
= others can only envy: 


CR-1032 


CR-1033 Lal 
Auto Reve Ea Ceram —— | 
4 i \ = ois era . f 
“osu |i ete i ae DY your passion et tural gratification 
system. oo a Co _ . eH | apie ; 
_— And the pleasure princip 
— doesn’t stop there. Every oe ov 
ee igy to use and Ms en to: 


machines |S 4 joy | 
etate-of-the-art human engineering. 
Designed with easy-access con- 
trols and eatures for smooth, 


effortless operation. . 
it’s n ‘cing that a TEN |S 


CR-1134 

High Power Auto-Reverse 
Cassette Car Stereo. 
AM/FM. 25 *? Watts. 
Ceramic head. Separate bass 
and treble controls Dolby” 
B NR system. CRO,-Metal 
Tape. FM noise blanket. 


built to go the 
hard to enjoy your C 
it’s in the SNOP. d there's 4 

TEN made for virtually every car 


CcE-4431 
on the road 


Mini Auto-Reverse Cassette 


Car Stereo. AM/FM. 8 x 2 ' 
: ss 
ao f a | a: ) wt NY Indulge yourse 
i if a eee B43 =a you VE experience a TEN, you I 
aA understand sound satisfac- 
tion really !5- 


cAssaTts SsTareCo i 
5 ; ws 


a eo Ae ' 


ERICA 


FUJITSU TEN CORP. OF AMER 
Drive, Tort 


¢ Gatewa ance, CA 90502 
Inc. ontario 


CE-4133 


Mini-Wizard Auto-Reverse 
Cassette Caf Stereo. 
AM/ is s Saye graphic 
equalizer 8 Watts with 
: —— 19281 pacifl 
OM 104 amplifier Ceramic Ay ene ae et meen . 
in Canada: oresco anada 
head. Dolby® B NR system. Gls = & tsu TEN L 
ad. Mion pre-set. Digital q v mo | rt I ii a it ¥ 4 | | manufactured D Fujitsu TE 
electronic tuning. Digital i : = Ovi lis : : ~ ©1982, Fujitsu Ten Corp. of America 
repeat system. Automatic - ae C -| FNS f 
Program Selector. CRO : a : * iu a ha It has to be per ect 
Metal Tape. FM noise J 2 
planker. m we > oe) . -. wet tO be a Ten. 
Te . = CASSETTE STEREO i . a! 
| 


poy the trademark of 
iby Industees, inc. 


— _ —= eee a —— SE 


VP HEY !! ve You KNow 


The yy = »V Aso, 1 Kuow ALL THE =| & 
F / 2 ; DETAILS OF THAT SURGERY 


a PERFORMED ON ENTER- 
PLUGGEED2 1h) PINMEAD Fee cance DOLLY 
IPPY LIKES To KEEP ON Top oF = leek : 
ALL LATE-RREAKING NEWS..HE 
WEEDS TO KNOW THE COMPLETE SiceY 
ON THAT DOWNTOWN HOSTAGE SITUATION, 


I'M DEEPLY YE PN 
CONCERNED AND |" ’ 
| WANT SOMETHING } & 
GOOD Foe 4. 

DESSERT! A Be 


F i AL: hi ore : ° ‘A 1 
iC CLES BiFeItH J 


so MANY T os Peer PF ATS ExciTiIng BEING A 
| Know $0 HINGS eae" | es Youn 0 ON A 
Wf ABOUT SO MANY PEoPLe ca Pees ye ricer nar ve : 
WE NEVER MET... HOW SR, TEENBEAN? Y 
MUCH LONGER Will CONMIE | am Pv 
FRANCIS HAVE ae 
TO SUFFER ?? 


CP) ete 
epee de fe) 


“pxraiviore | 


IT SHOULD : 
ARRIVE AT THE 
SKYWAY OF F- 
RAMP JUST IN > 

TIME FOR 
RUSH Hove! | 


| THINK 
‘LL TAKE MY 


FEBRUARY. 
IT MAY CONTAIN 3 
AN UNKNOWA/ 
SUBSTANCE ! 


Ile Ie, "| . 


OS et 


= 


or 
rr 


<a, 


- = 
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How THOSE MEXICAN BANIC 


FAILURES CAN AFFECT THE J 


Peace you pay Kz 


“Now 'm Tucked © 
(NM EvVEW THOUGH ITS 
Two P.M. —\ Hope 


MY AGENT CALLS 
WHILE i'm ASLEErT 


\'m PICTURING A 
ee oes HEAD CHEESE 
"ED, CASSEROLE. 


.» HAVING A 
WONDERFUL TIME... 


VACATION IN § WISH | WAS 


National Lampoon $1 


nn 1e ‘| Cc DHgTeAS tks Rick Geary 


a rn oe OF CURSE, TH RACLSr SEEN BALE ore ene? 


Ward C 


.y) / 
0 of 
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Popular Problems by Ron Hauge 
Jesus | 

CHRIST!! Preeti, Na emt TE a ae 
WHATS Solkare ee mamer el ae te : 


(SUMMIT FLAG IN 
THAT 2 


THE HOTEL? 
OH, My SHOE, 


\ 


WHY AM I STILL 
CARRYING THIS 
WAFFLE IRON # 


"LETS ©O BACK 
Now AND SAY 
WE MADE IT, 


D/A VAY 3% WORT 
HEROS WELCOME 
FOR TWO WHO 
pects EVEREST 


re \, 
: Ee a i i £ nk 


"9 NE. oft.” 
seine Lt a * Py: cro a a 
a ie ii i 


TTT mad teh TERE pete | 
Plidl PRP Wa ‘1482 Roll HAUSE 


Politenessman 


| P| RePUTED UNDERWORLD CHIEFTAIN DINES OUT...) =i INSTEAD, THE BONIS SERVED 
RA ete | UPA HEAVY HELPING OF HOTLEAD! 
MORE ZIT! FOR PON a 


e 
NS 


iD pI 


| et ia si , "a. A 


SCUSGA ME ! THERE ARE "TWO THINGS aad 
WRONG HERE: FIRST, YOURE LISING THE Kil 
INCORRECT FORM FOR A BUSINESS’ LETTER... 
OKAY, OKAY, POLITENESS)" 1 
x MAN, HELL FIX IT! 


soe KS ! 
= 


THE OTHER THING ig: 
| ONLY THE RUDE PLAY WITH THEIR 
Foob! 


tay )Ge 
anon Sore, liye 
* Ls 


' okey whe a : =) fey 7 7 
WHEN OM A TRAIN you! TAKE A TRIP,’ ris bUMB (O GIVE THE DRIVER A TIP. THANK ke wouls 
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APPA) () ERaTBEISTORVLOHPIMANTSOUHSIDE AI ERIEND! 


B/N || 

PHE CTORY: RAYS CLOSEST FR .. UA, JOE, IT'S BEEN 6 DAYS SINCE You DIE— UH, 
TEAS PASSED AWAY AND, WELL...WELL, DARN ITALL, SOE, T 
DON'T LIKE SAYIN’ THIS, BUT YOU'RE STARTIN' To HAVE 
AN ODOR. I'VE BEEN ROLLIN’ BAN DEODORANT ON YOU 
FOR 3 DAYS AND TopAy ALONE I USED UP 4 BoTTLES 
AND IT'S NOT Bon’ ANYTHIN’-YA SEE WHAT IM SAYIN, 
SOE? $0 YOU GOTTA GET EMBALMED TOMORROW FoR SURE! 


; ae re 


\ [You WANT HIS EYES CLoseD? 
| { ITLL COST ANOTHER #10. } 


Ke ih 
=i) A REAL GOOD | 
Joa yr Te ae Fire! Cost YAK75. | 
x : _ | f 
Mi) os 
J) RL 6s its | 
HEY! YOU TOLD AN ENEMA. THE FooR avy WAs 


you | | CONSTIPATED AND WITH THE GAS} 
1] | BUILDING UPIN THERE HE s-— 
} | WOULDYE EXPLODED J pp 

IN 2 OR 3 DAYS. ¥~ 8 


NO, NO SMILE. Hé'S FINE 
7 OUST LIKE HE IS.>—~ 


#$2.9,95 FOR = 


a" et i "UNE: 
ean 
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Lessons in Life: Guess What? by Mimi Pond 


MENTALLY RETARPEP PER, SON/ 
ant sfbpewr? 


SUFI | “GAME SHoy? HOST 
DENTAL ASSISTANT? | SEX oF FENDER? 


Wie Pa i 


Als li " 


ZEB TRIES OUT HIS New “ALTERNATIVES” 
METHOD OF DOG CREDENCE TEACHING , 


ee i 
SIMPLE TRICK Today, EARL, EITHER GoTo 
Tile 200 FISH TANK AND FETCH ANY OME 
OF THE HuAREDS OF FIRANHAS aoe 
| hag | 
= oe “ ets ; 
! 


| 7 HMMA. IF MEMORY SERVES 

ME, EARL, LT BELi€ve LT LEFT 
YOUR DOGGIE YUM REWARD 
JIN LANE SIK QF THE 
E STREET EXPRESSWAY, 


GO EASY AFCAUSE 


nls MK: Soi ©1982. 


att 
“TODAY WE'RE MAKING 
FINGER PIES For 
MY NEPHEW, MARK (S 


| JUST GAVE MARK 
oc A NICE * paaail 


Oe 


e 
[> 


; { \ 
LE 


a val 


‘VE BROKEN HALF ( JUST HOPE 


WE'LL NEEDA BUTTER KN E, ‘3 oF THESE COOKIES BY x , 
LUAM UA folk WALNUTS, | OPEr : ee. iT GROWS 
J ALLANUMA COtL | OPENING THE PACKAGE T-? Ai ee cope 


NUT C 
eZ) WHAT'S THE MATTER, MARK, 
}) Don'T YOULIKE YouR_ 


NEXT MONTH: FINGER PIES IN WE ARTERNOON 
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Timberland Tales by B. K. Taylor 


he a ————————— 
JHE HOLIDAYS HAVE ARRIVED AND A 


DR.ROGERS AND KATHLEEN ARRIVE... Sm 


“a FESTIVE MOOD FILLS THE AIR. ITS A TIME | ft ig Retains — hae 
FOR GETTING TOGETHER WITH FRIENDS/ }@uey . 
AND SHARING THE WARMTH OF A FIRE (| Ke HAPPY HOLIDAY ! WE COME 


MAL AND THE PLEASURES OF A GOOD MEAL, 2 fabs A SeRGINS Sis) “BN 
ins QUA TALE OPENS IN THE CABIN OF inept. nom 7 . cs 
CONSTABLE TOM... —- a ey ALSO HOT EG 


“4 WE CAN FINISH STRINGIN’ 

¢ G15 POPCORN ANG DECORATE 
DA TREE WHEN DEY GET "ERE. 

S955). —— i : 


ale: 


A= hh F 
pte mM lage 
te : Tei wiraaas 

<a : Ber 


ALLO, SARL BA Cert th ; yy ee 
! j d ar 7 oe its Yeah | 


Prater eer 


_AND, OF COURSE, THE JOYFUL TIME } 
SPENT IN THE GIVING AND RECEIVING 
OF GIFTS, —- — 
MAURICE ... ACAN [73 
! hall 


JHE EVENING STARTS 
_ & SING-ALONG. a 
i HAD A VERY SHINY Nose, ANC ¥ 
IF YOU EVER SAW IT, YOU 'NGLLD fe 

EVEN SAN IT GLOWS... J 


OFF WITH I anh 


Pe ts 


a 


DOES THE TRICK TO KICK LP THEIR 


ait: op WE SOU = 
Jit \ LIKE BOSE 


ok 4 ‘s : Ns met LL 
: sf = SS 
Sk fac) it 
AFTER JOINING HANDS TO Ask THE BLESSING, 

THE GROUP DIGS IN... 
tip Wie | alas 


—w = 


‘CONSTABLE TOM ANO MAURICE PROUDLY 
) BRING OUT THE FRUITS OF THEIR LABOR, 


we 
AY! THIS STUFFING IS 
UNIQUE-ARE THESE RAISING } 
OR CURRAHTS 7 


ISNT THIS WONDERFUL 7 

WHAT A BOUNTIFUL TABLE! 
ROAST RABBIT, MY 
FAVORITE ! 


gels D1 ANS 
a LL 


RABBIT EGGS? | | 
| | QOOH “EY! Now 
YEAH, DA hy, RES SERS 
| RABBIT LAID ie 
) DEM JUS* BEFORE }# ui 
CONSTABLE TOM 4 
MADE “IM GO 
TO “BANEN, 


ae 


- =e 
ra - % = a 


Bites —— ‘a ial 
es ow we 


= eee 


i He 
i Ih ih AT 
Wi LU 
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HE MOMENT IS RIGHT FOR IT. 
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| 
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a 
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»)| Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 


———— = eee) = fiers Box and Soft Pack: 12 mg, tar. LO mo, nicotine Av. Heraan 
Pubs - ‘ 


4 i] we it 
rei fl} 
| vf 


‘tL amooon In 


- 


> 1LIKEYOU 
JUST THE WAY 
~ YOUARE, 7 
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A brand-new NATIONAL LAMPOON comedy 
record album, including Jnside Jone Fonda, 
Marilyn Monroe Reborn, A Tribute to “Annie,” 
Godspeak, A Night in Central Park, Apocalypso 
Now, and other very funny bits. Featuring our 
new wave of outrageously talented comedy 
players. 

[t's a hilarious, sick, wicked, nasty...funny look 
at the world, its failings, and its future. 

Now at record stores, or order today by mailing 
the coupon and your check to us, 


National Lampoon, 635 Madison Avenue 
Dept. NLIZ82, New York, N.Y. 10022 
Please send me ________ National Lampoon Presents 
Sex, Drugs, Rock 'n' Roll, and the End of the World 
albums at $8.98 each, I enclose a check for $___ 
(Please add $.75 for postage and handling.) 
Name 
Address 
City . State Zip 
New York State residents: Please add 844% sales tax. 


Oe ee ee 


Marketed by JEM Records, Inc., South Plainfield, New Jersey 
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ing © 
sire, cote ay a 1 Ot 
ee cure ee pamed 


(A) MARY JANE'S HERBAL BLEND ™ BLENDED IN ENGLAND AND AGED IN HONEY AND FRUIT JUICES FOR A MILD, AROMATIC SMOKE. ENJOY IT STRAIGHT 
FROM THE POUCH OR MIX WITH YOUR FAVORITE BLEND ($5.00)o 


eee a —— 


1) MARY JANE’S T-SHIRT OR (E) JERSEY OUR BRILLIANT, FULL 
COLOR LOGO IMPRINTED ON A HIGH QUALITY 50% COTTON, 
60% POLYESTER T-SHIRT OR JERSEY. TRULY A FASHIONABLE 
STATEMENT OF GOOD TASTE. (T-SHIRT $6.50) (JERSEY $8.50) 


(B) HERBAL MEERSCHAUM PIPE THIS DELICATELY HANDCARVED TURKISH PIPE, KNOWN THROUGHOUT THE AGES FOR DELIVERING A COOLED 


SMOKE, IS A ONE-OF-A-KIND SMOKER’S TREASURE. ($10.00) (F) MARY JANE'S ROLLING PAPERS & (G) MARY JANE'S MATCHES HIGH 
QUALITY RICE PAPERS PROVIDE EVEN, SLOW BURNING. jer A THE 

(C) EXOTIC HERBAL BONG OUR MOST POPULAR WATER FILTRATION PIPE! Tins COMPACT AND PORTABLE BONG FILTERS AND COOLS WITH POPULAR ONE ANO ONE-HALF WIDTH. BOX OF 25 PACKS (S "AND 
WATER OR WINE AND WHEN USED WITH MARY JANE'S HERBAL BLEND”, DELIVERS A SMOOTH AND SATISYING SMOKE. ($11.00) COLOR COORDINATED MATCH BOOKS FOR THE DISCRIMINAT tie i OKER. 


BOX OF 50 BOOKS ($3.76) 


ORDER FORM 


ENCLOSED IS MY CHECK, MONEY ORDER OR CREDIT CARD* INFORMATION FOR THE ITEMS | HAVE INDICATED BELOW: 
MARY JANE’S HERBAL BLEND $5.00 $ (E) MARY JANE'S JERSEY = § 
HERBAL MEERSCHAUM PIPE = = (F) MARY JANE'S ROLLING PAPERS 
EXOTIC HERBAL BONG A Se (G) MARY JANE'S MATCHES 


MARY JANE'S T-SHIRT — S$ 
TN residents add 6.75% sales tax 


i 

! 

1 

| 

i 

i 

! 

1 

i MARY JANE’S PRODUCTS CATALOG, Included with your ordor! (Or, sond $1,00 Postage and Handling 

to cover postage and handling and we'll credit your first purchase!) Total Amount of Order $ 
| NAME 

| ADDRESS 

CITY 

PLEASE CHARGE MY: Mc ~ VISA AX # 

: INTERBANK NQ bras ___ ex DATE 

1 
i 
| 
i 
I 
r 
i 
i 
1 


SIGNATURE 
(I certity under the laws of my state that | am not a minor) 


MARY JANE’S PRODUCTS, INC. 


P.O. BOX 121054 DEPT. N NASHVILLE, TENNESSEE 37212 
ALL SMOKING ACCESSORIES ARE DESIGNED, MARKETED ANU INitNUEU uM USE WIN MARY JANE'’S HERBAL BLEND'™ AND TOBACCO. 


TAINING MANY “HARD TO FIND" SMOKING AND SNUFF AC- 
CESSORIES FROM AROUND THE WORLD IS THE “'CON- 
NOISSEUR’S HANDBOOK” OF FINE, RARE AND UNIQUE 
PRODUCTS. (FREE WITH ORDER!) 


Retailer inquiries invited. Telephone No. (615) 244-1414 "Money order and Credit card users receive immediate shipment. 


I le ea ete ete ee eee ee ee ee re (Soe cee Bat Ot Oe OR Ome Oe Bee toe Oe St mas Sen SD Se SD ee SD Se Seb St es ee SS te wen ee ll 


ARE YOU BOTHERED BY... 


® foo many overly amorous 
playmates 

stress 

anxiaty 

therapy bills 

In-laws 

crowded elevators, buses, sub- 
ways, highways, beds, bars, etc. 
you answered “yes to one or more of the 
above, then you need 


86 8 & @ 


“YOUR OWN SPACE!" 


Imagine, no more crowding against the rest of 
mankind, no more squeezing into packed 
elevators, no more fighting for room on a 
crowded dance floor, You can have "YOUR 
OWN SPACE!" 


Give Space to a loved one. Space is forever. It 
also makes a wonderful gift for: therapists, 
junior executives in cubicles, people in tight 
jeans, back seal passengers in sub-compact 
Cars, people in one room apartments, patrons 
of singles bars, and many more. 


YOUR OWN SPACE contains an inflatable 
space kit. an instruction manual and sugges- 
Hore A n when and where to use “YOUR OWN 


To order now in time for Christmas giving, just 
send check or M.O. for $9.95 plus $1.50 ship- 
ping for each Space to: 


YOUR OWN SPACE, INC. 
307 West Ave. 26 
Los Angeles, CA 90031 
Include your Name, Address, City, State, Zip. 
California residents add G%%. 


| GHRISTMAS?-RATS!! 


RAT D'EGOUT (SEWER RAT) 


SPORT SHIATS — $18 
Available in ed, White, Navy. Yelle, Sky Blue— 
G0%eCoties-S0% Poly Men's Siees Only: §.6ULXL 
V-HEGK SWEATERS-$22 
Availeble in Red, White, Navy 100% Acrylic 
Men's Sizes Only: $.M,LA 


MAIL TODAY 


To: Ral f'egoul Ina., P.O. Hox Agat? 
Cincinnati, Ohio 46240 
613-742-2272 
Please Remit $18 par shirt, $22 par sweater 
(Add $2 postage and handling) 
"Inclode tame, address £ tip code. 
Money Rack Guarantee 
Mitre 4-6 wks. for delivery. 
"Ghio nesidents ado §.5% seles dan. 


Mastercard ond Visa eocapted on walaphone orders 
BAT OVEGOUT INC; 54 (RELAND AVE. CINCINMATI, OW. 45218 


STAY AHEAD OF THE PACK MAN! 


Don't Let Your Favorite Smoke Get Lost In The Pack! 


en ee ae ee ens re 
Genuine surgical scrubs 
The Original 
Scrub Duds” | 
, Authentic hospital colors. | 
“Wa, Reversible, 
Ba Double stitched, 
ees Comfortable and 
“sue Machine washable 
. .y “Whotever you do, 
\ “ do itin Serub Dude™ 


| 

; .. a You'll love themill 7 
| 

| 


Mail tins 
had Scrub Duds 
Mies  C) Rox 232 
& Plymouth, MI 4817/0 


Sand for our free brochure of entire lina 


| Color 


' $0, order yours noul 
%, 


Price Tatal : ! 


Cel Blue 
| Mutiny Coram 


Face Mash 


Meanchoigg Tato 
Mat les 4° Ton 
Postage GHondkg $1.50 
Tatal Cachoued 


Charge ta Lo] View 


| Sapalaeer 
| Mame 
| Andress 


| City __ Slaie Fip. 


| ORDER TODAY — U.S. FUNDS ONLY — 
j_. MONEY BACK GUARANTEE caves 


1a SS Ss a ia a ea WOME 


YOUR INITIALS (LIMIT 3] IN GOLD COLOR, PERMANENTLY 
PRESSED IN AT NO EXTRA CHARGE IF ORDERED NOW. 


($3 extra if ordered alter Dec, 31, 1962) 
Print initials clearly In space provided In coupon. 


+AT LAST! 
A PRIVATE CASE YOU 
CAN TRUST! 


FREE! 


‘ Hand crafted of SOLID WALNUT 

No Springs...Hinges...or Clasps to break! 

Durable High-Gloss Acrylic Water-resistant finish. 

Ideal for the back pocket...flexes as you flex 

without damaging the content...ONLY 3/8" THICK!! 
* Simply flex case to expose INDIVIDUAL compartments. 
* “The Ideal Gift for the person that is hard to buy for! 


¥ , | =*VAIL TODAY! NO- RISK MONEY: BACK GUARANTEE 
THE “NUM BER 4” : The Wright Connection, (Dept. 1215) 3184 McKinley Rd. 


eae = Flushing, Ml 48433 (313) 659-4014 
CONCERT CASE | TY |iNmais|“EYCHRIN| MODEL and DESCRIPTION 


meee | oe rand raed anche 
.. By LEXCO AS-Holds 5 hand rolled smokes 
. me | 2: foids 3 toaular cigarettes 
| C5-Holds 5 regular cigarettes 
| |__| C30-Holds 3 100-size cigs 
| | C50-Holds 5 100-size cigs 
Enclosed is $ 
for the above order. 


Check or money order, 
Postage Is prepaid. 


Name 

Address 

City 

State __#ip 


"Instant Relyed if nol Thosmughly Belghbed, 
" All arders shipped immediately when Cossible Allow Maxrmum of 4 weeks for delivery 


@ THE WRIGHT 
CONNECTION 


(Dept. T15) 
4184 Mckinley Ad 
Flushing, Ml 48433 

(213) 669-4014 


= ss oe SS Se 
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GET IT BEFORE 
YOU GET IT! 


| DON’T 
HAVE HERPES 
T-SHIRTS 
Only $7.00 plus 


$1.25 postage 
& handling 


Indicate Quantity in 
Box Corresponding 
Ta Size & Golar, 


Addrass __ 
_ Zip 


$ AMT ENCLOSED 
‘Mail Check or Money Onder to 
IGGY SHIRT 
132 West 24th St., Box 752 
Mew York, No¥ 10011 
Allow 2-4 Weeks Delivery 


City State 


GET YOUR MESSAGE ACROSS! 


16" “ot ag" 


iP YOURS 


To order your computer printed measage calendar, send 
$3.95 (check or money order). Payable to 


DERELICT GRAPHICS 
P.O. BOX 729 
SALEM, MA (1970 


Each additional calendar ordered is only 31.95. All 
calendars immediately shipped post paid 
A calendars 
B calendars 
The amount enclosed ip $ 2 


Plense send me 


Name 
Address 


Cli Town 


GREAT GIFT!! 


a MAKE PEOPLE LAUGH WITH 
f, BAD BREATH DIMINISHER 


ale SEND $6.00 CHECK OR MONEY ORDER 
yer TO: UNITED ART ENTERPRISES 
\ BOIS Sunset #399 — L.A., CA 90046 


INCREDIBLE GAG — A NOVELTY 


WHERE DO YOU PUT iT2 
; INTRODUCING THE 


BOOGER 
BOX 

A STOCKING 

STUFFER FOR 

THOSE WITH 
A NOSE 


COMPLETE WITH 
INSTRUCTIONS 


EVERYBODY “RlSHAeriond 
p OF S SE a : eo. : 


IT! RO. BOX 3110 
Le. ASPEN CO 8iAle 


State ip 


5 beautiful and erotic 
MAXFIELD PARRISH 
posters for $4.50 & 450 
postage & handling 


OR 


5 DISNEY posters 
featuring your favorite 
Disney characters 
$4.50 & 50 jpestage fi 
handling 


All posters are 12° x 16" in 
beautiful color suitable for 
lraming. Send check or mo- 
ney order to: 

GEMINI & CO 

P.O. Box 4884 

Missoula. MT 59806 

Allow 4-6 weeks for dalivery 


Improve your grades! Send $1.00 for your up. 
to-date, 306 page, term paper catalog. 
10,250 papers on file, all academic subjects. 


Research Assistance 11322 Idaho Ave. 
#206NP, Los Angeles, CA 90025 (213) 477-8226 


Send 31 OF ta 

THOM STEINKE 

Pf) Ane #152 
Framaat CA D507 

DE4LEM INQUIRIES INVITED 


$2 For 4a Comat OF Saar 2 ieee Speciiy 


RESEARCH PAPERS 
HOT LINE 


SEND $2 FOR CATALOG 


STICKER 


£00-621-5745 FOR INFORMATION 
IN ILLINOI§ CALL (312) 922-0300 
Awihors” Heieareh, Ween 00-L 4075 Dearhorm, Chips, 1b ood 


F MOOMAOCK! 
2 LA genuine glowsniheedark ‘niga’ 
ion a genuine nck, allachod to a 
oo [kevehain Aso ‘full magn’ ot will 
| Idee wernnveives, allow you in 
AC Jmoon while remaining seated. bm 
ry priad roch Salleh [ns of 
+5 al Raven] air Bee 1 foal 
BE) moonrock), and much mone 
Pe) Packaged in gift box wih ‘special 
ees |inebructions. Seed 6-95 lar each te 

a MOONROCK 
ee Bos $826. Rowwoll, Mi 8500 


Join the INTERNATIONAL LECHER SOCIETY, It's | 
a worndavide mens club, devoted to the viewing and | 


| pursuing of the female. For a $10.00 initiation fee, 


you receive, a hwo 
card, a copy of the club manual(wild!), and a club 
bumper sticker for your Ferran. Send your ten bucks 


rmembership, a members 


to: PASTIME PRODUCTIONS, c/o LL.S., Bow | 


| 19818, Portland. Oregon 97219 


TM 


Unique precision knits, from EDGERTON 
KEYBOARD SCARF—6G2" | | 
lon He full octaves) blk/wh. 
$18.95 ea. ppd. 
we iC Stan 3b bat wall? 


Air bo ir 
rae sie ean Ga. a 


KEYBOARD" SWEATER— 
spect men's or women s, 
wh. or rd/bik., size 5, 

5, M,L, AL ae ppd 

Send oF rders 

EDGERTON ENTER PRISES 
0. Box 1383 Dept. E 

NYG, NY 10008 

VISA/MC call toll free (24 hrs} 

800-522-1500 ext, 974 

Mite for free catalogue. 


National Lampoon Inc. 


LASSIFIED ADS 
POSTERS | [SMOKE PRIVATELY| 


IN PUBLIC! 


Introducing the revolutionary 

Ba ee & 
DOR SPORT 2) 
Pur pe 


e Lets you Jight up discreetly . . 
anywhere — anytime. 

e Automatically refills itself. 

© Won't let you waste a single, 
precious puff. 

© Holds its own lighter. 


The unique SPORTPUFF pipe 
weighs only 4 ounces — slips 
easily into pocket or purse. 
Lets you smoke one puff ata 
time — wherever, whenever, 
whatever you wish! Complete- 
ly eliminates all waste. LOAD 
IT — SMOKE IT — EMPTY 
IT — CLEAN IT by turning 
mouthpiece to different posi- 
tions. Makes a perfect gift. 


Filter 
Fits 


MOUTHPIECE fg e477 


turns to Inside 

@ SMOKE : Wine 
im EMPTY Shield 
® CLEAN 


Lighter 


# REFILL (nol mciuded) 


COUNTERS 
monitor 
intake 


BOTTOM 
slides open to: Nae 
@ INSERT LIGHTER BSP 
@ REFILL RESERVE |‘er 


CHAMBER AM Complete 
© REMOVE "_) Instructions 
TAMPERICLEANER Picter 


SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 


Send name, address and zip with check 
or money order for only $19.95 each plus 
$2.50 shipping/handling fo 


OGI/SPORTPUFF PIPE Dept. L-1 
235 Park Avenue South 
New York, N¥Y 10003 


Visa & MasterCard holders 
Call Day or Night 
1-800-453-9500 


Organized Growth Industries, Inc 
a ea a RT AEM LEE AEA Mee 


‘A 


) 
aN OPUS 


Bo BLOOM COUNTY 
T-SHIRT 


Fulli gor ceugh an HS) comon 
polester blend beige shirt, 


$7.95 Phas st ver amin 


postage & hareileng 


| IF ¥ 
HONK ‘ive HERPES 
may BUMPERSTICKERS | | 
C) FREE MANSON 7) BITE ME CJ EAT ME 


LJHAVE AHOARIBLE pay |) HERPES IS A 


SORE SUBJECT 
[1] LCAN'T WAIT FOR 
ANUCLEAR WAR (1) NIXON/MANSON INE 


Adult Sizes 

() |. GUNS WERE OUT- C) SEX’ DRUGS n' 
CO TAWEDLTD OWN AGUN ROCK: “ROLL 5 ML XL 

Cl (DO RATHER BE DRINKING ©) KISS ME, ve 
iC) 1 AIM FOR SMALL ANIMALS GOT HERPES Far latersesiman 8 
Lia Ai) 


C] (BRAKE FOR BIKERS C] STAFF GAR, 


[] (HAVE AT?INGH PENIS 
TELLTHE WORLD HOW YOU FEEL wt 


Guality vinyi bumper alichers. Send $250 each or 
choose any J tor $4.50; include $0¢ postage 4 handling to 


Ser chek df more) Geer toe 
OPLS-T; 701 £. 6th $1: Austin TX 78701 


Li RED OR BLUE] 
/ WITH WHITE. S,M,] 
VA Z L,.XL, SEND CHECK J 
ne & OR MONEY ORDER} 


ecu SUNRISE PHARMACY | 
joes / && Wheatley Shopping Center) 
St.Thomas, U.5.V.1. 00901 


59.95 plus $1.50 for postage and handling 


if You Can Tie Your Shoe 

Or Cut A Salami . 

YOU Can Perform Surgery 

In Your Own Home... 
DO- EOE IRSELF 


14390 Mass. Ave, Box 46;Cambridge, MA. 02138 


‘ Keep him warm 
aa ns while you're apart 


c 
Mast of the 


Ue ae eect | Rolling Stones pian 
wy a Tie pean | Presented by Super Splendiferous Books- KIT 
" 1 Dive 8 whit | eae oy 

pce (photo). $11. Xmas - Photo packed history of the “World's Remove an appendix, or just perform 

eA Salty or ean rh . Greatest’ rock band including their record simple brain surgery. It’s easy! Kit 

Ae, ie, ¢ y $7 Tiny Tim red, breaking U.S. tour in fabulous color, pate oueie rpice Bea, ae 

: 2, 2 ae td E wes Liev 5. od = 

ff a [ge white wath red hearts & Order Today tice ata ee as : Si 

/ 1g y Creer! weal Pissing ures) Great for Gift Giving Perlect gift lor a hypoc hondriac, stu- 

} aii =“ Check, MO. or VigaMG tincl card # 8 dent, your doctor, or favorite cut-uy 
ae em ayp dote) MO ar credit card chara Only $8.98 ipcus $1.50 SHIPPING iPER BOOK) ive it to someone sick. Send $7.95 & 
fay = Sepiremina Woniey baci ayer ARG | §.$.B. P.O. Box 152. Dunellen: N.J. 08812 2.00 postage/handling to: ASI, Dept. L, 


Box 1266, Passaic, N]07055 
(i) 1982 AS] 3 weeks delivery, in time tor Xmas 


How To Talk Sexual 
ete aera qmonnit j 
ur ace, Ba re ee cee To Women! onnaence: 


some genuine corrugated display case Same men can tum -wonen| 
[Oo you get tongue-tied )on with just the look in their a <= 
Now On Cassette! around attractive wo- 


, se" HAND CRAFTS 


Be Bet SB Oapl LB WY Va ood 


with Sorilicais oF auneniicihy 56-0 @ach. 
{f Andior SAVE—Buy 10 Krugerrandz4 in 

pain pager wrap {or $8.00, Geol Si i eae 

Pro Box 12554, Lal a+ 149. | 

| roducts, Ox e55A La ayette., 2A 945 9. * How to ask a girl to go to 
bed with you * Knowing what 


your lover wants even before 
she asks « 10 simple tricks for] 


] ea ending sexual anxiety * How 
minute cassette of his highly lig project Total Sexual Con- 
atclaimead New York Ci pro 


ty |fidence * And much, much 
course, "HOW TO MEET |more! Yos, SEXUAL CON- 
NEW WOMEN” You will|FIDENCE is guaranteed to! 
learn: * How to “break the make you irresistible to women In 2 short weeks or your | 
| Money back, So order now! This 230 page hardcover bast- 
seller usually costs $12.95. NOW it's yours for only $9.95 


® | men. ‘worry you're not 


Well, world famous 
4 author Eric Weber, is here to 


qhelp with an amazing 90 


Sanyo high-end car stereo radio- andloving toward your» Why the mast Beautiful Women | completa Send to: SYMPHONY PRESS, INC., Dept. NL- 
cassette player! 0.5 watts/channel., are often the easiest to meet * How to get woman to ap- LB, P.O. Box 515, Tenafly, NJ 07670. MC and VISA ac. 


cepted. Cardholders sand # and exp. date or call toll free 


Dolby on FM and cassette, AMSS, proach you * Conversation openers that don't sound cor- anytime: a00- 631- -3560, Allow 1-3 weeks. 
auto-reverse, takes CrO2= and metal ny or foolish * The unexpected meeting places where | ——E 
tapes — $199.95 plus shipping. Send geal beneath aM aig cote etiete M ay | 

' ! : ousa 4 
$1.00 for brochure. L. A. White, Jr. Wiolsel*s saminiaea. How be orfy 466, vectcon have the eet re) @ & 
Audio!, 1920 Medi-Park #1, Amarillo, bast of his teachings on cassette for use in the privacy af your | 9 : 
Texas 79106. Phone (806) 359-3193. own home, to build that extra bit of confidence, So ordar right KODVGC A 


| now. Wilhin days you'll be the kind of guy who can chanm any 


woman he wants without even trying. world-famous “1-2 SYS- 


To ¢ order: “HOW TO MEET N NEW WOMEN! sand check ary TEM FOR PICKING UP 
money order for just $12.95 plus $2.00 shipping to: l WOMEN © Over 100 


— = : | SYMPHONY PRESS, INC. [ eet... convene 
| 


NOW, get Eric Weber's 


[ eckUb Gis 


Dept, NL-LA, P.O. Box 515, Tenafly, NJ 07670. | come shyness « Why a 


| MC and VISA accepted. Cardholders may also ordar by phone: | man doesn't have to be 
| Gall toll-tree anytime: 800-631-2560. (In NJ call 201-569-8555). | good-looking * Best] 


| Books arrive in 1-3 weeks. Canadians add 20%. \ places to meet women 
| * How i be saxy to 
| women # Much, much| — 
: 1 | more! Costs far less |) 
Your chorea of the bee man’s eontracnpives, uiucing than anew sportcoal, yat alter just one r 


Trojans ard ibbed Testun Plus with Pigasure fots> lor 


Mmarornum stimulation. Former whe preter asnuggor fit, we | | Street ___ | ©over bestsellers you be able to meat ‘rnd dake Wn Wickit yi 


want — quarantoed! Send just $26.90 plus $2.00 shipping to: 


offer SLIMS — [he concdoon thal ms 5%. emaliar for greater | | 
pleasure and secunty, Choose trom 36 brands of con- | SYMPHONY PRESS, INC., Dept. NL-LC, P.O, Box 515, Tenaf- 


dome, Ince Natural Memorans, fomtured deed Coby eH | 
tinggi ar able atl bulging Col sa | City. ty, NU OOFBTD. VISA and MC holders call fol fro, 


and qguarantoed. Sampin pack of 22 sandems: $5.00, ! | 1-800-631-2560. Order silher book separately by sanding 


Write today Dect internetionial, 212 Fitth Ave, Suite 412, Dopt, XNL-G 


| 
New York, WY TOOT june Hip 


1 $72.95 plus $2. iabsieei indicating title, Allow 1-3 weeks for | 


(CONTINUED FEOM PAGE ¥) 
Sirs: 

A gorgeous young redhead was tak- 
ing a shower when she heard a knock at 
the door. Calling out “Who is it?” she 
promptly received the answer “Blind 
man. Leaving the shower, the well- 
stacked young beauty went to answer 


apart and play with if | could. But ’m 
happier than ever now. | have my own 


| stunt man to ey with—my new hus- 


_ band. Henry 


| the door. wearing nothing more than a | 
bathing cap. Upon opening the door | 


she discovered an ordinary young man. 
ogling her with pleasant surprise. 
“Where doop glorp fung glitch fizzle 
fizzle fizzle 
THERE IS NOTHING WRONG WITH 
YOUR EYES. WE ARE EXPERIENCING 
TECHNICAL DIFFICULTIES WITH OUR 
JOKE. PLEASE STAND BY. 


Sirs; 

People always asked me if there was 
anything en 2 on between me and Lee 
Majors. We being the only two bionic 
| people on earth, people naturally as- 
sumed we were “made” for each other. 
But with Farrah always hanging 
around, when was there time? 

I did admire his super power (as 
much as he admired mine) and would 
have gladly brought him home to, take 


y Kingi. The only thing that 
worries me is that if Henry falls on the 
“Dukes of Hazzard” set. hell break— 
and his parts aren't replaceable. He's not 
bionic like me and Lee. 

Lindsay Wagner 
Stuntville, USA 


Sirs: 

My wifes been on my tail for thirty- 
live years about World War II. She's a 
nut for thank-you notes. and she feels 
that since I had such a nice time over in 
Europe. | ought to send a note to some- 


_ body. But | don’t know who, The in- 
vitation came from the U.S. Army, but | 


the war was held by the Germans, and 
lo make matters more confusing. | 
spent my lime in France. She says | 
ought to send three notes. but I say 
that’s just making Hallmark rich. Who 


| should | send tt to? 


Loren T. Crattle 
US. Army, Ret. 
Patton, North Dakota 


Sirs: 

Know what I do for fun around 
here? | swipe a whole bunch of death 
warrants off the governors desk, sign 


“Sorry, but we've decided not to help you anymore. 
The general feeling is that you've been exploiting us all these years.” 


eg 


December [982 


oe 


his name to them. and mail them to all 
the prisoners on Death Row. marked 
“Sentence to be carried out immedi- 
ately” Scares the living shit out of them. 
he Black Janitor 

Gov. Bob Grahams Office 


SIs: 

You know that horrible melted 
cheese that 1s served on toast? Well. | 
most of the tme I have heard it called 
Welsh rarebit. but also, sometimes. 
Welsh rabbit, Now, Welsh rarebit may 
be a stupid name, but at least it’s ob- 
scure enough not to be patently stupid. 
As for people who call it Welsh rabbit. 
they're related to the variety of fucking | 

oof who thinks it amusing to refer to a 
yasement apartment as a Polish pent- 


| house; except, of course, they aren't 


-_ 


funny. Personally, | think the only thing 
to call it is scum on a slab, and the only 
thing to do with it is wp it into the 
nearest ditch. Yours sincerely, .. | 
Bird Wyrdd | 

Wiggle Dick, Wales 


SLs: 
We always hear you white people 
talking about “Indian summer” Well. | 
here on the reservation we have an 
expression called “white-man winter” 
White-man winter doesn't stop when its 
supposed to, breaks all its promises of | 
spring, and keeps bothering you well | 
into April. not unlike the white man. So | 

fuck you, 
The Last of the Mohicans 
Wounded Knee, S.D. 


SIrs: 
Isn't it true that there's a new program | 
through the public schools where you 
can go to Denmark as a foreign sex-ex- 
change student? Because I want to be a | 
dancer on “Solid Gold?’ only not as a 
boy. Please let me know soon, because 
I'm a senior next year. 
A High-School Hopeful 
an Francisco, Cal 


Sirs: 

I’m a devout believer in Method act- 
ing. I research the role I'm playing and 
actually become the character. In my 
next film I play a little Italian guy from 
the Bronx who yells a lot. 

Al Pacino 
NYC 


Sirs: 

It has come to my attention that there 
is a greal deal of ih a in this country. 
and that young children, in particular, 
are not getting cnough to eat. As this is a 
land of abundance, this puzzled me. 
Here are two thoughts that I would like 
you to He together. One: many times 
young children, when first eating at the 
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Se 


elevate them to the proper level. Two: 
many rural areas have very small tele- 
phone books. 

Is it not possible that these rural chil- 
dren are not reaching the table because 
| their telephone books are too small? 
V.S. Naipaul 

| 


table, are placed ona telephone a 


Inelia 


Sirs: 
When a human loses his mind. 
people say, “He's a vegetable” Well. he's 
not a vegetable, and he never will be. 
Not all of us are stupid. you know, 
Except eggplants. I've never met one 
that had any brains at all. 
Tommy the Tomato 

Garden Citv, N.Y. 


Sirs: 

Is it possible to remain a sixties hold- 
out if you have two kids, wear vour hair 
short because 1t doesn’t look good long 
with so much of it missing, and have 
lost all respect for minority groups lon 
ago? | need an answer soon, because 
have to decide if my next paycheck goes 
for a pound of Hawaiian or a case of 
Johnnie Walker Black. 

Everybody Our Age 
Suburban Wagon, USA 


SIS: 

I've been reading a lot of articles 
about celibacy lately, 'm nineteen years 
ald and I've been celibate all my life: 
and [ think it's:the pits. 

Roger Adelman | 
Union City, Nuf. 


Sirs: 


: What's the difference between ” ) . 
wii Twinkies id shaking hanes with AT JACK DANIELS DISTILLERY we never 
ao Allee aie” * Fr’ 
ee Your don't have to stoop over for | Have to go too far to find our Christmas tree. 
Twinkies. And they don't sweat or have 


| dirty little nails either. The woods around here are full of them. So 
Ricardo Montalban 


Cordoba, Cal. | getting a good one is never a problem. We 

Sirs: hope you won't have to 
Would you please tell Norman Mai- h 

go to too much trouble 


ler that if he doesn't stop ejaculating on 
my crypt. Joe DiMaggio ts going to beat 


a 


his brains out with a baseball bat? getring ready for the CHARCOAL 
Marilyn Monroe | , a 7 KAR | : 
Snett Lew Comme, | Holidays either: So you — 
_ can sit back and enjoy 
irs: —_— : DROP 
Did you realize that the pul and this ha iest of ql] 
parity hose were eres in the ane | 3 PP rf ¢ | () 
ear? Does it make any sense’ Why | geagg ; ami 
Sout you need them both? Anyone se ns wit : your ft ¥ BY DROP 
who can shed any light es this subject an d good { rien ds. 
should contact me soon. ['m writing my } mn | 
a subject Sixties Historian Tennessee Whiskey * 90 Proof © Distilled and Bottled by Jack Daniel Distillery 
Columbia University Lem Matlow, Prop., Inc., Lynchburg (Pop. 361), Tennessee 37352 


bot Placed in the National Register of Historic Places by the United States Government. 


National Lampoon = 95 
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NATIONAL LAMPOON 


Mg fs 


How Many 
Jelly Beans 
Are in 
Ronald 
Reagan? 


IGHLY QUALIFIED SOURCES IN 
Hi: White House have told us 
that President Reagan suffers 
from a “serious but not critical blockage 
of the colon? which has been traced to a 
large collection of undigested jell 
beans. Reports differ somewhat, butit ts 
estimated that he has been unable to 
sai his bowels for nearly three years. 
yway, if you can guess how many 
iely beast he has in his colon: we'll send 
ou a National Lampoon Black Sox 
T-shirt, suitable for wearing. 


I think Ronald Reagan has ___ 
undigested jelly beans in his colon. 


"l 
| 
| 
| 

Send coupon to: | 

Jelly Beans 

National Lampoon | 
635 Madison Avenue I 
New York, N.Y. 10022 I 

NAME 

pS 8 | 

CITY | 

| 
i 


STATE i ZiP___ 


9 December 1982 ¥ Illustration: Timothy McCarthy 
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© 1982 A.J, REYNOLDS TOBACCO CO. 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 


x 
‘ 

ye 

’ * -« . . 
a § f: it » > ge 
t_what it takes. © 

— = * [ 

. y/ aia j a! 


KING: 17 mg. “tar”, 1.2 mg. nicotine, 100's: 18 mg. “tar”, 1.3 mg. 
nicotine, av. per cigarette by FIC method. 
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~ Noconventional turntable - 


| delivers the accuracy and control of this one: 
icegaies SL-6. Programmable Linear Iclexare Turntable. 


The sisbibnd with a conventional turntable tonearm: IS 
thatit arcs across the ao) cor surface. So.it.is capable of © 
true aceuracy at only-two points:in-its arc. Where the 
stylus.is precisely. aligned-with the record groove. - 

The Technics SC-6 Linear ele diate I(U] ga) e<|0) (ie [o)-aee 
beyond that It actually” duplicates-thestraight-line 
into} d(ojane) miata cutting a Flaeamearae originally mastered the 
record, Fhis enables.the Tectinics SL-6 to deliver true. 
accuracy at every point on the record. First note to last. 
There is none of the tracking eFrogé Skating force error 
(o) ma /kyuo)at(olanuar-le accompanies a traditional tonearm. 

And the $L:6 ensures this accuracy with some 
outstanding: ‘technological advances. Including a 
microcomputer-controlled system that constantly 
atolalivo] as the.stylus- eeu CO angle and. automatically 
makes corrections. = vets 

But Tatel tracking] is Just the beginning There’ S the 


_. 


- 


~ precise (e}alage) mele get with the Technics random access 


“programmable micrecomputer. At the touch of a button, 
_ you can set the SL-6 to play any selections you want, in’ 
. any order. You can even repeat or skip selections. 


. There are still more features that help the Technics 
SL-6 perform so impeccably. A precision direct-drive 
motor. Sensors that automatically select the correct 


- playing speed. 


Our patented P-Mount plug-in cartridge system 
delivers optimum tonearm/cartridge compatibility along 
with simplified cartridge installation. 

And all of this technology has been neatly placed in 
a turntable about the size of a record jacket. 

Accuracy, control and musical pleasure beyond the 
conventional. The Technics SL-6 Programmable Linear — 
Tracking Turntable. Just one Of the sophisticated and 
“intelligent” turntables from Teehnics. 
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